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NO MO 
HEN frrife diſturbs, or ſloth corrupts an age, 
Keen ſatire is the buſineſs of the tage, 
When the Plain Dealer writ, he laſh'd thoſe crimes 
Which then infefled ma. the modiſh time s. 
But now when faction ſleeps, and ſloth is fled, 
And all our youth in ative fields are bred ; 
When thro' Great Britain's fair extenſive round, 
The trumps of Fame the notes of Union ſound ; 


When Anna's ſcepire points the laws their courſty 


And her example gives her precepts force ; 

There ſcarce is room for fatire ; all our lays 

Muſt be, or ſongs of triumph, or of praiſe, 

But as in grounds beſt cultivated, tares 

And poppies riſe among the golden ears; 

Our product ſo, fit for the 2 or ſcbool, | 
1% mix with nature's favourite plan. fool, 

A aweed that has to twenty ſummers ran, 

Shoots up in flalk, and wegetates to man. 

Simpling our auther gees from field to field, 

And culls ſuch fools as may diverſion yield. 

And, thanks to nature, there's no want of thoſe, 

For rain or ſhine the thriving coxcomb grows. 

Follies to-night we ſheau ne er laſh'd before, 

Yet ſuch as nature ſbeaus you eu ry hour: 

Nor can the picture give a juſt offence, 

For fools are made for jefts to men of ſenſe. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON . 


Twogen- Drury-Lane. Covent-Garden. 


Aimævell,] tlemen of | Mr, Packer, Mr, Wroughton, 


Archer, ] broken Mr. Garrick. Mr. Lewis. 
| fortunes, | 
Sullen, a country 
blockhead, - - Mr. Hurſt, Mr. Clarke, 
Sir Charles Freemen, a : 


gentleman from 


London, - Mir. Brereton. Mr. Voung. 
Foigard, a French | 

prieſt, - - - Mr. Moody. Mr. Fox. 
Gibbet, a highway» | | 

man, - - Mr. Branſby. Mr. Mahon, 
Hounſlow & Bag ſhot, RE 

his companions, = | 
Boniface, landlord of | 

the inn, - - Mr. Uſher, Mr, Dunſtall. 


Scrub, ſervant to Mr. 


Sullen, - - - +» Mr. Yates. Mr, Woodward. 
W. . 
Lady Bountiful, anold 


civil country” gen- 

tlewoman, that cures b | 

all diſtempers, -' Mrs. Croſs, Mrs, Pitt. 
Dorinda, lady Boun- | 1 | 

tiful's daughter, Miſs Sherry. Mrs. Leſfingham, 
Mrs. Sullen, herdaugh- . 

ter-in-law, - Mrs. Abington. Mrs. Bulkley. 
Gip/ey, maid to the | | 

ladies, - - - - Mrs, Davis. Mrs. Willems, 
Cherry, Boniface's 


daughter. Miſs Jarratt. Miſs Brown. 


Scene, Litchfield, 
THE 


3 1 


THE 


 BEAUX STRATAGEM. 


SET Þ 
SCENE, As Im, 
Exter Boniface running. 
1 [Bar- Bell . | 


BoNIFace. 


Hamberlain, maid, . daughter Cherry ! 
all aſleep, all dead ? 


Enter Cherry, running. 


Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl ſo, father? 
D'ye think we have no ears ? 

Bon. You deſerve to have none, you young minx 
the company of the Warrington coach has ſtood in 
the hall this hour, and nobody to ſhew them to their 
chambers. 

Cher, And let *em wait, father ; there's neither fed 
eoat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 

Bon, But they threaten to go to another 1 inn to- 
night. 

Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow [ Ninging.] Coming, 
com ing: here's the London coach arnyv' 1 d. 
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broach number 1760, as the ſaying 1s, 
ſhall taſte my anno domint 
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Enter ſeveral people ewwith trunks, band- boxts, with 
other luggage, and croſs the ſtage. 
Bon. Welcome, ladies, 
Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen. 
lain, ſhew the Lion and the Roſe. 
| | Es [Exit æuith the Company. 


Chamber- 


Enter Aimwell iz @ riding habit, Archer as footmarn, 


carrying a portmanteau. 


Bon. This way, this way, gentlemen. 

Aim. Set down the things; go to the ſtable, and 
fee my horſes well rubb d. 

Arch, I ſhall, Sir. N 5 

Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. O, Mr. Bomiface, your fervant. | 

Bon. O, Sir What will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? | | 
Aim. I have heard your town of Litchfield much 
fam'd for ale: I think P11 taſte that. 

Bon. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the 
beſt ale in Staffordſhire : *tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as 
milk, clear as amber, and ſtrong as brandy, and will 
be juſt fourteen years old the fifth day of next March, 
old ſtyle, FED 

Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the age of 
your ale. = 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the age of my 
children: I'Il ſhew you ſuch ale, —— Here, tapſter, 
Sir, you 
I have liv'd in Litch- 
field, man and boy, above eight-and-fifty years, and, 


.I believe, have not conſumed eight-and-fifty ounces 


of meat. | | 
Aim, At a meal, you mean, if one may gueis your 
ſenſe by your bulk, | 
Bon. Not in my life, Sir: I have fed purely upon 
ale: I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I always 
Neep upon ale. | | 
Enter 


BE AUX STRATAGE M. 7 
Enter Tapſter with a tankard, . - 


Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee [ Alling it out.] Your wor- 
ſhip's health: Ha! delicious, delicious ——fancy it 
Burgundy, only fancy it, and ' tis worth ten ſhillings 
a quart. 

Aim. [drinks.] *Tis confounded ſtrong. 

Bon. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be 
ſtrong that drink it ? | | 
Aim. And have you lived ſo long upon this ale, 

landlord ? 3 a 
Bon, Eight - and- fifty years, upon my credit, Sir; 
but it kill'd my wife, poor woman! as the ſaying is. 
Aim. How came that to paſs? | 

Bon, I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural courſe, Sir; ſhe was for qualify- 
ing it every now and then with a dram, as the ſaying 
is; and an honeſt gentleman that came this way from 
Ireland, made her a preſent of a dozen bottles of uſ- 
Jquebaugh— but the poor woman was never well af. 
ter; but, however, I was obliged to the gentleman, 
you know. 

Aim, Why, was it the uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My lady Bountiful ſaid ſo----the, good lady, 
did what could be done; ſhe cur'd her of three tym- 
panies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and I'm contented, as the ſaying is. | 

Aim, Who's that lady 3 you mentioned? 

Bon. Ods my life, Sir, we'll drink her health 
[drinks.} My lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of wo- 
men: her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her 
worth a thouſand pounds a year; andIbelieve, ſhe lays 
out one half on't in charitable uſes for the good of her 
neighbours; ſhe cures rheumatiſms, ruptures,//and 
broken ſhins in men: green ſickneſs, obſtructions, 
and fits of the mother in women;' the king's evil, 
chin-eough, and chilblains in children: in ſhort, ſhe 
has cured more people in and about Lirchfield within 
ten years, than the doctors have kill'd in twenty, 
and that's a bald word, = 

4. 


8 BEAUX ST RATA GEM. 

Aim. Has the lady been any other way uſeful in 
her generation? 8 | 
Bon. Ves, Sir, ſhe has a daughter, by Sir Charles, 
the fineſt woman in all our county, and the greateſt 
fortune; ſhe has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, 
'ſquire Sullen, who married a fine lady from London 
_ Pother day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim, What ſort of a man 1s he ? : 

Bon, Why, Sir, the man's well enough ; ſays 
little, thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, faith; 
but he's a man of great eſtate, and values noBody, 
Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe? 

Bon. Ves, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure : he plays 
at whiſt, and ſmoaks his pipe eight-and-forty hours 
together ſometimes. . 
: Aim. A fine ſportſman, truly ! and marry'd you 
ay ? 

"Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, Sir.—But he's 
a—He wants 1t here, Sir. [Pointing to his forehead. 

Aim He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs, he's my land- 
lord, and ſo a man, you know, wou'd not Bur 
I cod, he's no better than——Sir, my humble ſer- 
vice to you. Drinks.) Tho! I value not a farthing what 
he can do to me; I pay him his rent at quarter- day; 
I have a good running trade; I have but one daughter, 
and I can give her But no matter for that. 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface ; pray, 
what other company have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have 
the French officers. | 
Aim. O that's right, you have a good many of thoſe 
gentlemen : pray, how do you like their company ? 

Bon, So well, as the ſaying is, that I could wiſh 
we had as many more of em; they're full of money, 
and pay double for every thing they have; they 
know, Sir, that we paid good round taxes for the ta- 
king of 'em, and ſo we are willing to reimburſe us a 
little: one of em lodges in my houſe, 


Enter 
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| Enter Archer. 
Arch, Landlord, there are ſome French gentlemen 
below that aſk for you. | 
Bon. I'll wait on 'em Does your maſter ſtay 
long in town, as the ſaying iss? [To Archer. 
Arch. J can't tell, as the ſaying is. 5 
Bon. Come from London ? 
Arch, No. 
Bon. Going to London, may hap ? 
Arch. No. | 
Bon. An odd fellow this! (Bar- bell rings.) I beg 
your worſhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a 
minute. | __ [Entt. 
Aim, The coaſt's clear, I ſee——Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 
Arch, I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. 
Aim. Iniquity ! prithee, leave canting ; you need 
not change your ſtile with your dreſs, | 
Arch, Don't miſtake me, Aimwell, for ' tis ſtill my 
maxim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any 
crime ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men muſt not be poor; 
idleneſs is the root of all evil; the world's wide 
enough, let em buſtle ; Fortune has taken the weak 
under her protection, but men of ſenſe are left to 
heir induſtry. e | 
| Aim. Upon which topic we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto. Would not any man ſwear now 
that I am a man of quality, and you my ſervant, 
when if our intrinfic value were known 
Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intrinſic 
value, who can ſtrike our fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe worth 1s independent of accidents in life, or. 
revolutions in government: we have heads to get 
money, and hearts to ſpend it. 
Aim. As to our hearts, I grant ye they are as wil- 
ling tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can 
have no great opinion of our heads from the ſervice 
they have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they 
brought us from London hither to Litchfield, made 
me a lord, and you my ſervant. 
Arch. 


- 
— 
— * > = 4 a9 
a > o . 2 — - — * 
—ͤ—L— :, ĩ˙— > —— 2 Le — « 
= oo, PD BR Q— ——— ON SECT — —ů — — — — — "fie 


10 B E AUX STRAT AGE M. 


Arch. That's more than you could expect already. 
But what money have we left? 
Aim, But two hundred pounds. | 2, 
Arch, And our horſes, cloaths, rings, Sc. Why, 
we have very good fortunes now for moderate people ; 
and let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds, 


with the experience that we are now maſters of, is a 


better eſtate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent— 


our friends, indeed, began to ſuſpect that our pockets 
were low,; but we came off with ng colours, 


- ſhewed no ſigns of want either in word or deed. 


Aim. Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good 


pretence enough for our ſudden diſappearing; and, I 


warrant you, our friends imagine that we are gone a 
volunteering. | 

"Arch. Why faith if this project fails, it muſt eien 
come to that. I am for venturing one of the hun- 
dreds, if you will, upon this knight errantry ; but in 
caſe it ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us 
to ſome counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, 


in a blaze. 


Aim. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 
Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our for- 
tunes, but that we have enjoy d em. Fore 

Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for fo much mo- 
ney ; we have had our penny-worths; and had I 
miltions I would go to the ſame market again. O 
Eondon, London ! Well, we have had our ſhare, and 
let us be thankful : paſt pleaſures, for ought I know, 
are beſt, ſuch as we are ſure of: thoſe to come may 
diſappoint us. But you command for the day, and 
ſo I ſubmit.— At Nottingham, you know, I am to 


be maſter. 


Aim. And at Lincoln I again. 85 
* Arch. Then, at Norwich 1 mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt ſtage ; for if we fail there, we'll em- 


bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome 


Mars. | | Fe 
Aim. A match! [Euter Boniface, ] Mum, - 
: ; | | on, 


BE AUX STRATA GEM. Ir 


Bon, What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for 


ſupper ? 
Aim. What have you got? 


Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the 


pot, and a pig at che fire. | 
Aim, Good ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs ——I can't 


cat beef, landlord. 


Arch, And I hate pig. - 
Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah ! Do you know 
who you are ? [ Ade. 
Bon, Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have 
every thing in the houſe. : 43 
Aim. Have you any veal ? 


Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 


Wedneſday laſt. 
Aim. Have you got any fiſh, or wild-fow! ? 


Bon, As for fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland town, 


and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then for wild-fowl !——we have a delicate 


couple of rabbets. 
Aim, Get me the rabbets fricaſſeed. 


Box. Fricaſſeed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much bet- 


ter ſmother'd with onions. 


Arch. Pſhaw ! Rot your onions. © 

Aim. Again, Sirrah !- Well, landlord, what you 
pleaſe ; but hold,. I have a ſmall charge of money, 
and your houſe is fo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it 
may be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when 


this fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing 


Here, firrah, reach me the ſtrong box. 
| Arch, Yes, Sir——this will give us reputation. 
= | | [ Afide. Brings the Bor. 
Aim, Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down, 
both for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat 


above two hundred pounds: if you doubt it, Pll- 


count them to you after ſupper ; but be ſure you lay 


it where I may have it at a minute's warning; for my 


affairs are a little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may 
be gone in half an hour; perhaps I may be your 
al till the beſt part of. that be ſpent ; and pray 
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order your hoſtler to keep my horſes ready ſaddled: 
but one thing above the reſt, I muſt beg Hat you will 


Here, firrah, light me to my chamber. 


Arch. Yes, Sir. Exit, lighted it: Archer, - 
Bon. Cherry, daughter. BL 
Enter Cherry. 


Cher, Dye call, father, 


Bon. Ay, child you muſt lay by this bon for 2 


gentleman, tis full of money. 


Cher, Money ! is all that money! why ſure, 2 Ts 
ther, the gentleman comes to be Choſen partiament- ; 


man. Who is he? 


Bon. I don't know what to make of bin ; he talks . 


of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of Laying perhaps till 


the beſt part of this be ſpent. ; 
Cher. Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. | 


let this fellow have none of your Anno Domini, as 
call it for he's the moſt inſufferable 4 f 


Bon. A highwayman! Upon my life, girl, you 


have hit it, and this box is ſome new purchaſed 


booty. Now, could we find him wt, the _ | 


were ours. 

(ber. He don't belong to our gang. N 

Bon. What horſes have they? n 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black. 

Bon. A black ! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare; and ſince he don't belong to our ternityz we 
may betray him with a ſafe "ae Fore, I don't think 


it lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. 
Look'ye, child, as the ſaying is, we muſt go cun- 


ningly to work; proofs we muſt have; the gentle- 
man's-ſervant loves drink, Til ply him that way; and 


ten to one he loves a wench 3 you muſt work him 


tꝰother way. 
Cher. Father, would you: have me give my ſecret 


for his? 


Bon. Conſider, child, there 1a two hindred pounds 
to boot. [Ringing ate 2 ung 


* 


n mind your 2 [Exit Bon. 
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Cher, What a rogue is my father !—My father! 
I deny ii My niother was a good, generous, 
free-hearted woman, and I can't tell how far her 
£ood-nature might have extended for the good of her 
children. This landlord of mine, forT think J can call 
him no more, would betray his gueſt and debauch his 
daughter into the bargain, by a footman too 


Enter Archer. 


Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy 
as fo be the ſubje of your contemplation ? 
Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'll be but little 
the better fort, 
Arch, I hope ſo, for I'm ſure you did not think of 
me. | | 
Cher. Suppoſe I had! „ 
Arch, Why then you're but even with me; for 
the minute I came in, I was conſidering in what 
manner I ſhould make love to you. 
Cher. Love to me, friend! 
| Arch. Yes, child. 
Cher. Child ! Manners; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, friend, it would become you much better. 
Arch. Diſtance ! good night, ſauce-box. [Gorrg. 
_ Cher. A pretty fellow! I like his pride Sir; 


pray, Sir; you tee Sir [Archer zeturns.] I have the 


credit to be truſted with your maſter's fortune here, 
which ſets me a degree above his footman, I hope, 
Sir, you an't affronted. 

Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and I'II 
tell you whether you can affront me or no.- | 
'Sdeath, child, you have a pair of delicate eyes, and 
you don't know what to do with 'em. . 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? | 

Arch. Ay, but if Tome women had 'em, they would 

kill every body, Prithee inſtruct me; I would 


fain make love to you, but I don't know what to ſay, 
Cher. Why, did you never make love to any body 
betore ? 225 

Arch. Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſ- 


fure you, Madam; wy *ddielies have always been 
Vol, II. B confined 
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confined to perſons within iny own ſphere; I never 


aſpir'd fo high before. | _ 
Sas. _ [Archer ſings. 
But you look ſo hrigbt. | 
And are dreſid ſo tight, 
That a man would fear you're right, 
As arm vas Oer laid over. 
Such an air 5 
You freely wear 
| To enſuare, 
As makes each gueft a lower: 
Since then, my dear, I'm your gueſt, 
Prichee give me of the beſt 
Of evhat is ready areſt. 
Since then my dear, &C, 


Cber. What can I think of this man ?* [4/e.] 
Will you give me that ſong, Sir ? 5 

Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm. [Kies 
ber. ] Death and Fire! her lips are honey -combs. 

Cher. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 
too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. | 

Arch, There's a ſwarm of Cupids, my little Ve- 
nus, that has done the buſineſs much better. 

Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as well as I. 
[ Afide.) What's your name, Sir? | | 

Arch. Name! I gad, I have forgot it. [4/de.] Oh, 
Martin. | T 

Cher. Where was you born ? 

Arch, In St. Martin's pariſh. 

Cher. What was your father ? 

Arch, Of ——of-— St. Martin's pariſh. 

Cher, Then, friend, good night. 

Arch. I hope not. 

Cher. You may depend upon't. 

Arch. Upon what? 3 

Cher. That you're very impudent. 

Arch. That you are very handſome. 

Cher. That you're a footman, 

Arch, That you're an angel, | 

4 Cher, 
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Cher. I ſhall be rude. | g 
Arch. So ſhall J. 
Cher. Let go my hand. | | 
Arch. Give me a kiſs. c 
Bonitace calls without, Cherry, Cherry. | 
Cher. I'm — My father calls, you plaguy devil, 
how durit you ſtop my breath ſo ?—Otter to tollow me 
one ſtep, if you dare. . 
Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is a 
pretty fair opening of an adventure; but we are 
knight - errants, and fo Fortune be our guide. [ Exit. 


Exp of the FIRST Acr. 


ACT: ; 
SCENE, a gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe, 
Mr. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. | 


) 


DorIiNDA. 


' L/FORROW, my dear fifter ; are you for church 
M this morning? „„ 
Mrs. Sal. Any where to ray ; for heaven alone 
can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form 
of prayer in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands, . 

or. But there's a form of law at Doctors Com- 
mons; and I ſwear, ſiſter Sullen, rather than ſee you 
thus continually diſcontented, I would adviſe you to 
apply to that: for beſides the part that I bear in your 
vexatious broils, as being ſiſter to the huſband, and 
friend to the wite, your examples give me ſuch an 
impreſſion of matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to con- 
demn my perſon to a long vacation all its life. But 
ſuppoſing, Madam, that LY brought it to a cafe of 


2 | ſepara- 
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ſeparation, what can you urge againſt your huſband? 
brother is, firſt, the moſt conſtant man alive. 
Irs. Su. The moſt conſtant huſband, I grant ye. 
Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 
Mrs. Sal. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
2 He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
unty. | | 3 
Mrs. Sal. A maintenance ! Do you take me, Madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that I muſt fit down and bleis 
my benetactors for meat, drink, and clothes? As I 
take it, Madam, I brought your brother ten thouſand 
pounds, out of which I might expect ſome pretty 
things called pleaſures, 
Der. Your ſhare in all the pleaſures the country 
affords. . a 
Mrs. Sul. Country pleaſures ! Racks and torments ! 
Doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leap- 
ing of ditches, and clambering over ſtiles. Or, that my 
parents, wiſely foreſeeing my tuture happine!s in coun- 
try pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in rural accom- 
pliſhments, of drinking tat ale, playing at whiſt, and 
{moaking tobacco with my huſband ; or of ſpreading 
of plaiſters, brewing of diet drinks, and ſtilling roſe- 
eng- with the good old gentlewoman, my 
mother- in law? FEA | 8 80 Whom 
Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I could wiſh, indeed, that our 
entertainments were a little more polite, or your taſte 
a little leſs refined ; but pray, Madam, how came the 
poets and philoſophers, 7 ai laboured ſo much in hunt- 
ing after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in country life? 
Mrs. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to find 
out the pleaſures of the town, Did you ever hear of a 
poet or philoſopher worth ten 3 pounds ? If 
you can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'll lay you fifty pounds, 
rou'll find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. 
Jot that I diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets 
have painted them in their landſcapes; every Phillis 
has her Corydon; every murmuring ſtream, and 
every flowery mead, gives freſh alarm to love. 4 
; des, 
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fides, you'll find, that their couples were never mar- 
ried, But yonder I ſee my Corydon, and a ſweet 
ſwain it is, heaven knows! Come, Dorinda, don't 
be angry, he's my huſband, and your brother, and 
between both is he not a ſad brute? 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. f 
Mrs. Sal. O, fiſter, fiſter ! if ever you marry, be- 
ware of a ſullen, filent ſot, one that's always muſing, 
but never thinks. There's ſome diverſion in a talking 
blockhead ; and ſince a woman mult wear chains, 1 
would have the pleaſure of hearing 'em rattle a little. 
Now you ſhall ſee ; but take this by the way; he came 
home this morning at his uſual hour of four, wakened 
me out of a ſweet dream of ſomething elie, by tumb- 
ling over the tea-table, which he broke all to pieces. 
After his man and he had rolled about the room, like 
ſick paſſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce into bed, 
dead as a ſalmon into a fiſhmonger's baſket ; his feet 
cold as ice; his breath hot as a furnace; and his hands 
and his face as greaſy as his flannel night cap——Oh, 
matrimony ! matrimony !——— He toſſes up the clothes 
with a barbarous ſwing over his ſhoulders, diſorders 
the whole ceconomy of my bed, leaves me half-naked, 
and my whole night's comfort is the tuneable ſerenade 
of thar wakeful nightingale, his noſe. — O, the 
pleaſure of counting the melancholy clock by a ſnoring. 
huſband ! But now, fiſter, you ſhall ſee how hand- 
ſomely, being a well-bred man, he will beg my par- 


don, 


n 


Szl. My head aches conſumedly. 7 
- Mrs. Sul, Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 
tea with us this morning; it may do your bead good ? 
Ful. No. ; | : 
Dor. Coffee, brother? | 
Sul. Pſhaw! _ = 3 
Mrs. Sal. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to church 
with me? the air may help you. | | 
B 3 Sul. 
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Enter Scrub. 


Ker wi Sir! 

Sul, What day o'th' week i is this ? 

Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip, - . -- 

dul. Sunday! bring me a dram; and dye hear, ſet 

out the veniſon-paſty and a. tankard of ſtrong beer 
ypon the hall table, 1'll go to breakfaſt,  [CGoing. 

Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſo; 
you were very naughty laſt night, and muſt make your 


wite reparation, Come, come, brother, won't you 
aſk pardon ? | | 


Sul. For what? 
Dor. For being drunk la night. 
. £4, I can afford it, can't 1? 
Mrs. Sul. But 1 can't, Sir. 
Sul. Then you may let it alone. 


Mrs. ol. But I muſt tell you, Mars that FEE is not to 
be borne. 


Sul, I'm glad on't. 

Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, = you uſe me 
thus inhumanly? 

Sul. Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir! 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [Exit.. 

Mrs. Sul. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that may 
turn the edge of your razor. [ Exit Scrub.] Inveterate 
ſtupidity! Did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate 
a ipleen as his? O, ſiſter, ſiſter! I ſhall never 
have any good of the beaſt till I get him to town; 

London, ; London ! is the place for mani and 
breaking a huſband. 

Dor. And has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife ? 

Mrs. S$u/. No, no, child; 'tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man would enſlave his 
wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a 
lady would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe _— 

cr 


— 
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her booby up to town. — A man dare not play the 
tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo many examples 
o encourage the ſubject to rebel. O, Dorinda, Do- 
rinda ! a fine woman may do any thing in London. 
O' my conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty 
thouſand men, | ET 
Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchfield ; you have 
drawn the French count to your colours already.  ' 
Mrs. Sul. The French are a people that can't live 


Without their gallantries. 


Dor. And ſome Engliſh that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. 

Mrs. Sul. Well, fiſter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 
may do as well now as hereafter ; I think one way to 
rouſe my lethargic, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a 
rival; tecurity begets negligence in all people, and. 
men muſt be alarmed to make em alert in their duty. 
Women are like pictures, of no value in the hands of 
a fool, till he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the 
purchaſe. by 
Dor. This might do, fiſter, if my brother's under- 
ſtanding were to be convinced into a paſſion for you; 
but, I believe, there's a natural averſion on his fide:; 
and I fancy, lifter, that you don't come much. behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. 

Mrs. Sul. I own it; we are united contradictions, 
fire and water. But I could be contented, with a great 
many other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of living well with 
my huſband, could I bring him but to diſſemble a lit- 
tle kindneſs to keep me in countenance., E 
Dor. But how do you know, fiſter, but that in- 
ſtead of rouſing your huſband by this artifice to a 
cCounterfeit kinduèſs, he ſhould awake in a real fury? 
Mrs. Sul. Let him. If I can't entice him to the 
one, I would provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aflit me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own. brother ?. 1 
| 18. 
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Mrs. Sal. He's but half a brother, and I'm our 
entire friend. If I go a ſtep beyond the * \ 
" honour, leave me; till then, I expect you ſhould 5 * 
along with me in every hinge. The count 15 to uns 
here to- day. 

Dor. "iis a ſtrange thing, ſiſter, chat 1 can ele 
that man. 

Mrs. 82d. Vou lite nothing ; your time is not 
come. Love and death have their fatalities, and 
ſtrike home one time or other. Vou'll pay for all 
one day, I warrant ye.— But come, my lady's tea is 
_—_ and tis almoſt church- time. n 


SCENE, the Inn. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs/d, and ks 


Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe ? 
Arch. The landlord is ſo blind as to think ſo ; but 
I dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins, n 
Aim. Why doſt think ſo? 
Arch, Becauſe the' baggage has a pert 3 

| quoi; ; ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is troubled 
| Wilke vapours. 

Aim. By which diſcoveries I gueſs that you know 
more of her. 

Arch, Nor yet, with. The lady gives herſelf airs, 

Forſooth ; nothing under a gentleman. - 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one word more o'that, and Fll declare 
myſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe. 
Look ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 

Aim. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 
maſter. 

Arch, Tn the uſual forms, good Sir, atter I have 


ſerved myſelf—But to our bufineſs. You are fo well 


dreſs'd, Tom, and make ſo handſome a figure, that I 
faney you may do execution in a country church; the 
exterior part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right to 
| make that * favourable, 1 
Me 
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Aim. There's ſomething i in that which may turn 
to advantage. The appearance of a ſtranger in a 
country church, draws. as many gazers as a blazing 
ſtar; no ſooner he comes into the cathedral, but a 
train of ' whiſpers runs buzzing round the congrega- 
tion in a moment, —— Who is he? Whence comes 
| he? Do you know him !—— Then I, Sir, tips me 
the verger halt a crown ; he pockets the ſimony, and 
inducts me into the beſt pew in the church; I pull 
out my ſnuff-box, turn myſelf round, bow to the 
biſhop, or the dean, if he be the commanding officer, 

ſingle out a beauty, rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet 
my noſe a bleeding by the ſtrength of imagination, 
and ſhew the whole church my concern, by my en- 
deavouring to hide it ; after the ſermon, the whole 
town gives me to her for a lover, and by perſuading 
the lady that I am dying for her, the tables are turned, 
and ſhe in good earneſt falls in love with me. 

Arch, There's nothing in this, Tam, without a 
1 but inſtead. of riveting your eyes to a 

auty, try to fix them upon a fortune; that's our 
buſineſs at preſent. 

Aim, Pſhaw | no woman can be a beauty without a a 
fortune. Let me alone for a mark s: man. 

Arch, Tom! | 

Am. Aye! 

Arch. When were you at ch * pray 2 

Aim. Um—I was there at the coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a bleſſing by going 
to church now? 

Aim. Bleſfing * Nay, Frank, I aſk but for a — 

[ E#it. 

Arch. Truly, the man is not very unreaſonable in 

his demands. [Exit at the oppoſite door. 


Enter Boniface and Cherry. 1 


Bon. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have . 
hrought Martin to confels? 
Cher, 25 father, don't ont me upon getting Lune, / 
ns 


113% 
it 


wayman. 
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thing out of a man; I'm but young, you know, fa- 
ther, and don't underſtand wheedling. . | 


1 


Bon. Young ! why you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that is not young? Your mother 


was uſeleſs at ſive and twenty. Would you make your 


mother a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? 
I tell you, his filence confeſſes it, and his maſter 
" ſpends his money ſo freely, and is ſo much a gentle- 


man every manner of way, that he muſt be a high- 


Enter Gibbet in a cloak. = 
Gib. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear? 
Bon. O, Mr. Gabbet, what's the news ? — 
Gib. No matter, aſk no queſtions, all's fair and ho- 
nourable; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a bag. ] 
two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as ever hanged 
or ſaved a rogue; lay em by with the reſt; and here 
three wedding —or mourning rings, tis much the 
ſame, you know. Here, two ſilver hilted ſwords; 
I'took thoſe from fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts, Here is a diamond neck 


lace, which the lady hid in the privateſt place in the 
Coach, but I found it out. This gold watch I took. 
from a pawnbroker's wife, it was left in her hands by 


a perſon of quality, there's the arms upon the caſe. 
Ober. But who had you the money from? 


Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her; from a 


poor lady juſt eloped from her huſband ; ſhe had made 


up her cargo, and was bound for Ireland, as hard as 
ſbe could drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's bar- 
barous uſage, and ſo, faith, I left her half a crown, 


But I had almoſt forgot my dear Cherry, I have a 


preſent for you. 


. Cher, Whatis't ? MOR OF, 

Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of 
Ad a lady's under petticoat pocket 
Ga. Why, you jade, your betters do; I'm * 
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the lady that I took it from had a coronet upon her 


| handkerchief ——Hflere, take my cloak, and go ſecure 
the premiſſes, | 
Cher, I will ſecure em. IExit. 


Bon. But heark ye, where 8 ine and Bag- 
ſhot ? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night. | | 

Bon. D'ye know of any other . oy ihe oY 
on this road ? 

Gib. No. 

Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
Juſt now. | 

Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak em? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. | 
| 2 os To church ! That s ſuſpicious, I muſt con- 

eſs 
Bon. And the other is now in his maſters cham- 
ber; he pretends to be a ſervant to the other; we'll 
call him out, and pump him a little, | 

Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr, Martin! 


Enter Archer combing a periwig, and ſinging. 


Gib. The roads are conſumed deep, Pm as dirty as 
Old Brentford at Chriſtmas, —A good pretty fel- 
low that; | whoſe ſervant are yas: friend? 5 | 

Arch. My maſter's, : 

Gib. Really? 

Arch, Really, 

Gib. That's much. — That fellow has been at the 
bar by his evaſions : — Bur pray, Sir, what is Oy 
maſter's name ? 

Arch, Tall, all, dall. —[# ings and combs the por 
Uig.] This is che moſt obſtinate curl— | 

Gib. I aſk you his name? | 

Arch, Name, Sir—Tall, all, dall—I never aſked 
him his name in my life—Tall; "all, dall, | 

Bon. What think you now? 


Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he * 
ore 
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fore a judge. But pray, friend, which wa does 
your maſter travel? hy 
Arch. A horſeback, ; n 
Gib. Very well again; an old offender=—Rigbtw- 
But I mean does he go upwards or downwards? _ 
Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir—Tall, -lall. +* 
Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 
Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're ver arch, 
— This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, 
and would be glad of your company, that's all.--Come, 
2 caprain, you'll ſtay to-night, I ſuppoſe ; Pl! m_w 
you a chamber——Come, captain, 
©. Gi. Farewel, friend- [Exeunt. 
Arch, Captain, our ſervant.---Captain ! a pretty 
fellow! *Sdeath ! 15 wonder that the officers of the 
army don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but 
their own, | | 


Enter Cherry. 


Cher. Gant ** Martin here ! I hope he did not 
liſten: I would have the merit of the diſcovery all 
my own, becauſe I would oblige him to love me. 
5 Mr. Martin, who was that man with my 

ther 

Arch, Some recruiting fen, or whipp'd- out 
trooper, I ſuppoſe. © an; 

Cher. All's fate, I find. [Alle. 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 
catechiſe I taught you laſt night ? 

. Cher, Come, ueſtion me. 

Arch. What i is love ? 

- Cher, Love is I know not what, it comes I know 
Not how, goes I know not when. 
| Arch, Very well, an apt ſcholar. [Chucks hor under 
me chin.] Where does love enter? „ 
(ber. Into the eyes. | 
. Arch./ And where go out? | 
_ Cher, I won't tell you. | 
Arch, What are the objects of 'that paſſion! 258 
(ber. Youth, beauty, and elean linen. 2 5 
{Cle 
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Arch. The reaſon. | - 

Cher. 'The two firit are faſhionable in nature, and 
we chird at court. 

Arch. That's my dear. What are the ſigns and 
tokens of that paſſion? . | wt 
_ - Cher, A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
improbable, deſigns impoſſible, and actions imprac- 
tieable. | | 3 | 

Arch, That's my good child; kiſs me What 
muſt a lover do to obtain his miſtreſs? _ | 
_ Cher, He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, and 
court the footman that laughs at him! He muſt, 
he muſ t — . e : 

Arch. Nay, child, I muſt whip you if you don't 
mind your leflon ; he mult treat his 
_ Cher, O! aye. He muſt treat his enemies with 
reſpect, his friends with indifference, and all the 

world with contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear 
more; he muſt defire much, and hope little; in 
ſhort, he muſt embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf 
away. 5 „ 
Arb. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine! 
Come, my dear; why is love called a riddle? 
Ober. Becauſe, being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee ; 
and though a child, he governs a man. | 
3 Mighty well---And why is love pictured - 
ind ? | | 

Cher, Becauſe the painters, out of their weakneſs 
or the privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes 
they could not draw. _ 5 

Arch, That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again 
| — why ſhould love, that's a child, govern a 

man? | | 3 
Cher, Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 

Arch, And fo ends love's catechiſm—— And now, 
my dear, we'll go in and make my maſter's bed. 

Cher, Hold, hold, Mr. Martin you have taken 


o 


a great deal of pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye 
think I have learned by it? | | 
Vol. II. | C Arch. 
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Arch. What? | 
. Cher, That your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 
tradictions, and it would be nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a footman any longer. fg : 
Arch, Oons, what a witch it is! 
(ber. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
ſhall ever tempt me: for though I was born to ſervi- 
tude, I hate it. Own your condition, ſwear you 
love me, and then | 
Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's bed? 
Cher, Yes. 7 | | 
Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a 
gentleman, my education was liberal; but I went to 
London a younger brother, fell into the hands of 
ſharpers, who ſtript me of my money, my friends 
difowned me, and now my neceſſity brings me to what 
you ſee. 8 1h . | 
Cher. Then take my hand promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and I'll make you maſter of two 
thouſand pounds, | . 
Arch. How! | | 
Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this minute 
in my own cuſtody ; ſo throw off your livery this in- 
Kant, and Ill go find a parſon. * | 
- Arch. What ſaid you? a parſon. 
Cher. What! Do you ſcruple? | 0 
Arch. Scruple! No, no, but---two thouſand pounds 
oufay? 05 1 285 
(ber. And better. 8 | 
Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do? But heark'e, 
child, what need you make me maſter of yourſelf 
and money, when you may 'have the ſame pleaſure 
'out of me, and {till keep your fortune in your own 
hands? | 
Cher. Then you won't marry me ? 
Arch. I would marry you, but ---— 5 
Cher. O, ſweet Sir, Pm your humble ſervant, 
you're fairly caught. Would you perſuade me that 
any gentleman who could bear the ſcandal of wearing 
a livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the 
8 : -  CON* 
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condition be what it wou'd---No, no, Sir---But I 
hope you'll pardon the freedom I. have taken, ſince 
it was only to inform myſelf of the reſpect that E 
ought to pay to you. 5. Going. 

Arch, Fairly bit, by Jupiter !---Hold, hold! and 

have you actually two thouſand pounds? 

Cher. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you---when 
ou pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and 
e aſſured that I have diſcoveries that will match yours, 

be they what they will. — In the mean while be 
ſatisfied, that no diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt 
you; but beware of my father, [ Exit. 
Arch, So- -we' re like to have as many adventures in 
our inn, as Don Quixote had in his,---Letfme ſee--- 
two thouſand pounds! If the wench wou'd promiſe 
to die when the money were ſpent, I gad, one wou'd 
marry her; but the fortune may go off in a year or 
two, and the wife may live Lord knows how- 

ng! Then aninn-keeper's daughter! Aye, that's 
the devil there my pride brings me off 


For eoharfor'tr the ſages charge on pride 5 

'The angels fall, and twenty faults befade; 

On earth, I'm ſure, *mong us of mortal calling, 

Pride ſaves man oft, and woman too, fron fat . 
| foe 
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4 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful' Houſe. = 
Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. SuLLEN. 


'FA, ha, ha, my dear fiſter! let me embrace thee, 
now. we are friends indeed ; for I ſhall have a 
| ſecret of yours, as a pledge for mine Now you'll 
be good for ſomething, F ſhall have you converſable 
in the ſubjects of the ſex. Fe 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in love with a fellow at firſt fight? Ta 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd 
not we be as free in our friendſhips as the men? I 
warrant you, the gentleman has got to his confident 
already, has avowed his paſſion, toaſted your health, 
called you ten ould angels, has run over your 
lips, eyes, neck, ſhape, air, and every thing, in a 
deſcription that warms their mirth to a ſecond enjoy- 
ment. 4 7 

Dor. Your hand, ſiſter : I a'n't well. 

Mrs. Sul. So—ſhe's breeding already—Come, child, 
up with it—hem a little—ſo—Now tell me, don't 
you 21 the gentleman that we ſaw at church juſt 
now | | 

Dor. The man's well enough. 

Mrs. $1, Well enough! Is he not a demi-god, a 
Nari ſſus, a ſtar, the man i'the moon ? 5 

Dr. O, ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mes. Sal. Shall I ſend to your mother, child, for a 
little cephalic plaiſter to put to the ſoles of your 
feet? Or ſhall I ſend to the gentleman for ſomething 
for you? Come, unboſom yourſelf— the man is 
perfectly a pretty fellow; I ſaw: him when he firſt 
came into church * 5 

F . | ore 
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Dor. I ſaw him too, ſiſter, and with an air thac 
ſhone, methought, like rays about his perſon. 
Mrs. Sull. Well ſaid, up with it. | 
Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no air to ſet 
him off, no ſtudy'd looks, nor artful poſture. but 
nature did it all | 
Mrs. Sul. Better and better —— One touch more 
Come | 4 
Dor. But then his looks—did you obſerve his eyes? 
Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, I did —his eyes; well, what 
of his eyes ? | 
Dor. Sprightly, but not wand”ring ; they ſeemed 
to view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me—and: 
then his looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that 
they aimed to tell me, that he cou'd with pride die at 
my feet, though he ſcorn'd {lavery any where elſe. 
Mrs. Sul. The phyfic works purely, — How dye 
find yourſelf now, my dear? Ya 
Dor. Hem! Much better, my dear—Oh, here 
comes our Mercury !' | 3 


Enter Scrub. 


Dor. Well, Scrub, what news of the gentleman d 
Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole packet: 
of news. 5 
Dor. Open it quickly; come. 

Scrub. In the firſt place, I enquired who the gen- 
tleman was? They told me he was a ſtranger, Se- 
condly, I aſked what the gentleman was? They 
anſwered and ſaid, that they never ſaw him before. 
Thirdly, I enquired what countryman he was? They 
reply'd, *twas more than they knew. Fourthly, I de-- 
manded whence he came? Their anſwer was, they 
cou'd not tell. And fifthly, Laſked whither he went ?+ 

And they reply'd, they knew nothing of the matter. 
Aud this is all I cou'd learn. | 
Mrs. Sul. But what do the people.ſay ?- Can't they 
gueſs? f 
Serub. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's; 
85 | G45 © @-MOunitee- 
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a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another; 
but for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. 

Dor. A Jeſuit ! why a Jeſuit? | 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his footman talks French. | 

Mrs. Sul. His footman ! | 

Scrub. Ay, he and the count's footman were gab- 
bering French like two intriguing 'ducks in a mill 
pond; and I believe they talk'd of me, for they 
laugh'd conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of livery has the footman ? 

Scrub Livery | Lord, Madam, I took him for a 
captain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace; and then he 
has tops to his ſhoes, up to his mid-leg, a filver 
headed cane dangling at his knuckles ;—He carrries 
his hands in his pockets, and walks juſt ſo-[ Walks 
n a French air.] and has a fine long periwig ty'd 
up in a . eee Madam, he's clear ano- 
ther ſort of a man than I. | 

Mrs. Sul. That may eafily be.— But what ſhall 
we do now, fiſter ? | | 
Dor. I have it This fellow has a world of fim- 

plicity, and ſome cunning; the firſt hides the latter 
by abundance. Scrub. | 

Scrub. Madam. 

Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 

tleman is, only for our ſatis faction. ET, 
_ » Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a ſatisfaction, 
no doubt.. | | i 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his 
footman, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of: 
your ale, becauſe you re butler to-day... 

Scrub. Ves, Madam, I am butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul. O brave lifter ! o my. conſcience you- 
underſtand the mathematics already. Lis the beſt 
plot in the world | Your mother, you know, will be 
"ry to church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale- 
| Houſe with his ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our. 
own ſo we drop in by accident, and aſk.the fel- 
tow ſome:queſtions ourſelves. In the country, you. 


know, 


* 
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know, any ſtranger is company, and we're glad to 
take up with the butler in a country dance, and hap- 
Py if he'll do us the favour. | 

Scrub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me; I never re- 
fus'd your ladyſhip the Gece in my life, 


| Enter Gipſey. 

Gip. Ladies, dinner's upon table. | 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excule your waiting - 80 
where we order'd you. 

Scrub, I ſhall. 


SCENE changes to the inn. 


Enter. Aimwell and Archer. 


Arch. Well, Tom, I find you'fe a markſman. 

Aim, A markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be as not 
Mſcerna ſwan among the ravens ? 

Arch, Well, but heark'e Aimwell. 

Aim. Aimwell ! call me Oroondates, Cefario, 
Amadis, all that romance can in a lover paint, and 
then I'll anſwer. Oh, Archer! I read her thouſands 
in her looks; ſhe look'd like Ceres in her harveſt; 
corn, wine, and oil, milk, honey, gardens, * 
and purling ſtreams, play'd on her plenteous face. 

reh. Her face! her pocket, you mean ! the corn, 

Wine and oil lie there. In ſhort, ſhe has twenty 

thouſand pounds, that's the Engliſh on't. 

Aim. Her eyes | | 

Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be ſure ; ſo I won't 
ſtand their battery. | [Goings 

Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my paſſion muſt have vent. 

Arch, Paſſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe 
romantic airs will do our buſinefs ? Were my temper 
as extravagant as yours, my adventures have ſome» 

thing more romantic by half. AY, 

Aim, Your adventures!” ; 
Ar ch, Yes... | 8 ; ; 


The 


B E AUX STRATAGE M. 


The nymph that with her twice ten hundred pounds, 
With brazen engine hot, and coif clear farch'd, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the be | 


There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the 
ſubject but an inn-keeper's daughter. I can play with 
a girl as an angler does with his fiſh; he keeps it at 
the end of his line, runs it up the ſtreum, and down. 
the ſtream, till at laſt he brings it to hand, tickles 
the trout, and ſo whips it into his baſket. 


Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is ——yonder's an 
honeſt fellow below, my lady Bountiful's butler, 
who begs the honour that you: would go home with. 
bim and ſee his cellar. — 

Arch. Do my baiſe-mains to the gentleman, and 
tell him I will do myſelf the honour to wait on him 
immediately, as the ſaying is. | 

Bon. I ſhall do your worſhip's commands, as the 


ſaying is. [Exit, bowing obſequiouſſy. 
Aim. What do. I hear? ſoft Orpheus play, and- 
fair Toftida ſing ! | 


Arch. Pſhaw! Damn your raptures; I tell you: 
here's a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the 
ſhip will get into harbour, my life on't. You. ſay; 
there's another lady. very handſome there. 

Aim. Ves, faith. 

Arch. I'm in love with her already. 
Aim. Can't you give me a bill upon Cherry in the 
mean time? | 1 

Arch. No, no, friend, all her corn, wine, and oi! 
is ingroſs'd to my market. And once more I. 
warn you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine ; for 
if you fall foul of me, by this light, you ſhall go to. 
the bottom What ! make a prize of my little fri- 
gate, while I am upon the cruize for you. You're a 

2 5 [ Exits 


Enter. 


pretty fellow indeed! 


* 
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5 Enter Boniface. 
Aim. Well, well, I won't. 


Landlord ; have 


you any tolerable company in the houſe? I don't 


care for dining alone. : 
Bon. Yes, Sir, there's a captain below, as the ſay- 
ing is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. | 
Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every- 
where ; will you make a compliment for me, and tell 
him l ſhould be glad of his company, that's all. 
Bon, Who ſhall J tell him, Sir, wou'd ; 
Aim. Ha! that ſtroke was well thrown in 


I'm only a traveller, like himſelf, and would be glad 


of his company, that's all. | 
Bon, I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [ Exit, 


Enter Archer. | 
Arch. Sdeath! I had forgot; what title will you 
give yourſelf ? | | | 
Aim. My brother's, to be ſure; he would never 
give me any thing elſe, ſo Pll make bold with his ho- 


3 this bout. You know the reſt of your 

cue | | 7 

Arch. Ay, ay. | I Exit. 
Enter Gibbet. 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours. | | 

Aim. *Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't 
know you. | | 

Gib. 1 don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never 
ſaw me before I hope. IAlae. 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the honour of 
* you now. | | 

Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any gentleman— 
but my landlord | 1 

Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your pardon, you're the cap- 
tain he told me of. : 

Gib. At your ſervice, Sir. SE 

Aim, What regiment, may I be ſo bold? 

Gib. A marching regiment, Sir; an old _ 

| - A. 
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Aim. Very old, if your coat be ment. [ Afide. 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sin? 

Gib. Ves, Sir, in the Plantations, 'twas my lot 
to be ſent into the worſt ſervice; I wou'd have quit- 
ted it indeed, but a man of honour, you know—— 
Beſides, *twas for the good of my country that I thou'd, 
be abroad——Any thing for the good of one's coun- 
try l'm a Roman for that. | 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'Il lay my lite. Lede. vou 
_ the Weſt Indies very hot, Sir. 

Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

252 ray, Sir, han't I ſeen your "EN at Will's 
Coffee houle ? 

Gib, Yes, Sir, and at White? 8 t00. 

Aim, And where's your company now, captain it 

Gib. They an't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect them here? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they, march? 

Gib. Acroſs the country. The dere! in't if I 
han't ſaid enqugh to encourage him to declare - but 
I'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. [Afige. 

Aim. Is your company to quarter at . 

G5. In this houſe, Sir. 

Aim. What, all? 

Gib. My company is but thin ha, ha, ha! we 
are but three, ha, ha, ha!! | 

Aim, You're merry, Sir? . 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me. _ Sir, I un- 
derſtand the world, eſpecially the art of travelling. 
I don't care, Sir, for anſwering queſtions directly 
upon the road for I generally: ride with a charge 
about me. 

Aim. Three or Pour; I believe. [Afrde, 

Gib. I am credibly inform'd that there arc high- 
waymen upon this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd 
ſuſpect a gentleman of your figure But truly, Sir, 
I have got ſuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that 
I don't care tor ſpeaking truth to any man. : 


Aim, 
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Then [ 


Aim. Your caution may be neceſſary— 
reſume you're no captain, 

Gib. Not I, Sir: Captain is a good travelling name, 
and fo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh enqui- 
Ties that are geyerally made about gentlemen that tra- 
vel: it gives 4 man an air of ſomething, and makes 
the drawers obedient=— And thus far I am a cap- 
tain, and no farther. | 

Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true profeſſion ? 

Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me—upon my word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 

Aim. Ha, ha! upon my word, I commend you. 


Enter Boniface, 


Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news ? +: 

Bon, There's another gentleman below, as the ſay- 
ing is, that hearing you were but two, would be glad 
to make the third man, if you'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he? | 

Bon, A clergyman, as the ſaying is. | 

Aim, A clergyman ! Is he really a clergyman ? or 
is it only his travelling name, as my friend the cap- 
tain has it ? Ws | 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to th 
French officers in town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon, Ves, Sir, born at Bruſſels. 


Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt! IJ won't be ſeen 


in his company, Sir; I have a value for my reputa- 
tion, Sir, 
Aim. Nay, but captain, fince we are by ourſelves 
—Can he ſpeak N "iſs landlord? * 
Bon, Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 


all. RAS 
Aim, Then he has been in England before? 

Bon. Never, Sir; but he's maſter of languages, as 
the ſaying is; he talks Latin; it does me good to 
hear him talk Latin. 


Aim, Then you underſtand Latin, Mr, Boniface. | 


Bon, 
3 


ſaying is, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that's 
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Bon. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it 
ſo very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray deſire him to walk up. 

Bon. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 


- 


Enter Foigard. 


Foig. Save you, gentlemens bote. 
Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble ſer- 
vant. . 
Fog. Och, dear joy, I am your moſt faithful ſher- 
vant, and yours alſho, 
1. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you 
hare a mighty twang of he e. erg 
Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, but 
we foreigners, you know, cannot bring our tongues 
al out the pronunciation ſo ſoon. | 
Aim. A foreigner ! a downright Teague, by this 
light. [4fde.] Were you born in France, doctor? 
Foig. I was educated in France, but I was borned 


at Bruſſels : I am a ſubject of the king of Spain, joy. 


Gib. What king of Spain, Sir? Speak. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as 
cr. 
5 Aim. Nay, captain, that was too hard upon the 
doctor, he's a ſtranger. | 
Foig. O let him alone, dear joy, I'm of a nation 
that is not eaſily put out of countenance. ko 
Aim. Come, gentlemen, I'll end the diſpute—— 


Here, landlord, 1s dinner ready ? 


Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. Gentlemen ——pray——that door.—— 
 £on, No, no, fait, the captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, doctor, the church is our guide, 
Gi. Ay, ay, ſo it is —{ Exit foremoſt, they follow. 


SCENE 
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SCENE changes to @ gallery in Lady Bountiful's houſe. 


Enter Archer and Scrub ſinging, and huoging one ano- 
ther; Scrub with à tankard in his haud, Gipſey 
liſtening at à diſtance. 

Scrub. Tall, all, dall—— Come, my dear boy 
let us have that ſong once more, | 
Arch, No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family——but 

will you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 

Arch. Tis enough You muſt know then, that 
my maſter is the lord viſcount Aimwell; he fought a 
duel t'other day in London, wounded his man ſo dan 
geroufly that he thinks fit to withdraw till he heats 
whether the gentleman's wounds be mortal or not: 
he never was in this part of England before, ſo he 
choſe to retire to this place, that's all. 


Gif. And that's enough for me, [ Exit. 
_ Scrubs And where were you when your maſter 
fought? | 


Arch. We never know of our maſters' quarrels, 
Scrub. No! if our maſters in the country here re- 
ceive a challenge, the firſt thing they do is to tell 
their wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants 
alarm the tenants, and in half an hour you ſhall have 
the whole country up in arms | 
Arch. To hinder two men from doing what they 
have no mind for——PBur if you ſhould chance to 
talk, now, of this buſineſs ? 2 
Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a 
great family. 5 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all 
families. | | 
Scrub, Secrets, O Lud! but I'll fay no more— 
Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our tankard: 
Here | 
Arch. With all my heart : who knows but you 
and I may come to be better acquainted, eh 
Vol, II. D Here's 
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Here's your lady's health: you have three, I think; 
and to be ſure there muſt be ſecrets among em. 

Scrub. Secrets! Ah! friend, friend !——I wiſh I 
had a friend, | SE 

Ach. Am I not your friend? Come, you and I 
will be ſworn brothers. | 

Scrub, Shall we ? 

Arch. From this minute Give me a kiſs —— 
And now, brother Scrub 

Scrub. And now, brother Martin, I will tell you 
a ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in love. 

Arch. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth 
on't. . 

Scrub, That jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt 
now in the cellar, is the erranteſt whore that ever 
wore a petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! Are you in love with her 
perſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? | 

Scrub. I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it's more 
durable than beauty; for virtue holds good with ſome 
women, long and many a day after they have loſt it. 

Arch. In the country, I grant ye, where no wo- 
man's virtue 1s loſt, till a baſtard be found, 

Scrub, Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhouw'd 
have her all to myſelt; but I dare not put it upon 


U 


that lay, for fear of being ſent for a ſoldier Pray, 


brother, how do you gentlemen in London like that 
ſame preſſing act: | | 

Arch. Very ill, brother Scrub — ——- Tis the 
worſt that ever was made for us; formerly, l remem- 
ber the good days when we could dun our maſters for 
our wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd 
have a warrant to carry *em before a juſtice; but 
now, if we talk of eating, they have a warrant for 
us, and carry us before three juſtices. _ 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; 
for the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad ex- 
ample. Now this 1s my misfor:une I dare not 


- 


ſpeak in the houſe, while that jade, Gipſey, dings 


about 
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about like a fury——Once I had the better end of 


the ſtaff. | | 
Arch. And how comes the change now ? 


prieſt. 


Arch, A prieſt ! | » 
Scrub, Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, 
that came over hither to ſay grace to the French offi- 


cers, and eat up our proviſions There's not a 

day goes over his head without a dinner or ſupper in 

this houſe. ; 
Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 


Scrub, Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had liv'd 


here all his life, and tells lies as if he had been a tra- 
veller from his cradle. | 


Arch. And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted 


the affections of your Gipſey. | 
_ _ Scrub, Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear 


friend - for I'm afraid he has made her a whore and 


a papiſt—But this 1s not all; there's the French count 
and Mrs. Sullen, they're in confederacy, and for 
ſome private end of their own too, to be ſure. 


Arch. A very hopeful family, yours, brother 


Scrub ; I ſuppole the maiden lady has her lover too. 


Serub. Not that I know —— She's the beſt on em, 


that's the truth on't : but they take care to prevent 
my curioſity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that I 


am a perfect flave :—What d'ye think is my place 


in this family ? 
Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 


Scrub. Ah, Lord help your filly head !—T'll tell 


1 a Monday I drive the coach; of a Tueſday 
drive the plough; on Wedneſday I follow the 


hounds ; a Thurſday I dun the tenants; on Friday I 1 


go to market; on Saturday 1 draw warrants ; and on 
Sunday I draw beer. | 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 


py have enough on't, my dear brother—But what 
h | 


dies are thoſe ? 
D 2 Scrub. 


Scrub, Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a 
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Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is 
Mrs. Sullen, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Don't 
mind 'em, fit ſtill, man | | 


Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sz, I have heard my brother talk of my lord 
Aimwell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer 
gentleman. SEE: 

Dor. That's impoffible, fiſter. | 
x Mrs. Sul. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe, they 
ay. e . | 

Dor. No matter for that ; if I can creep into his 
heart, I'Il open his breaſt, I warrant him: I hive 
heard ſay, that people may be gueſs'd at by the be- 
haviour of their ſervants; J cou'd wiſh we might talk 
to that fellow. . 5 ae 

Mrs. Sal. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty 


fellow: come this way; Pl thro out a lure for him 
preſently. 9 


[They walk a turn towards the oppoſite fide of the 
age. Mrs. Sullen drops her fan, Archer runs, 
- takes it up, and gives it to her. 4 
Arch. Corn, wine, and oil, indeed—But I think 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; 
the ſhould be my choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo—Ma- 
dam——your ladyſhip's fan. as CE 
Mrs. Sal. O Sir, I thank you———What a hand- 
ſome bow the fellow made! 55 5 
Dor. Bow! Why, I have known ſeveral footmen 


eome down from London, ſet up here for dancing- 


maſters, and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 
Arch. [afide.}) That project, for aught I know, 
had been better than ours—Brother Scrub, why don't 

you introduce me? * 
Scrub, Ladies, this is the ſtrange gentleman's ſer- 
vant that you ſaw at church to-day ; I underſtood he 
came from London, and ſo I invited him to the cellar, 
that he might ſhew me the neweſt flouryh in whetting 

my knives | 5 D 
Ore. 
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Dor. And I hope you have made much of him? 

Arch. Q yes, Madam ; but the ſtrength of your 
ladyſhip's liquor is a little too potent for the conn 
tion of your humble ſervant. 

Mrs. Sl. What, then you don't uſually drink ale. 

Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or a 
little wine and water; *tis preſcrib'd me by the phy- 
fician, for a remedy againſt the ſpleen. _ 

Scrub. O la! Olal—a footman have the ſpleen— 

Mrs. Sz/. I thought that diſtemper had been only 
proper to people of quality. | | 

Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions, it wears out, 
and ſo deſcends to their ſervants; tho? in a great ma- 
ny of us, | believe, it proceeds from ſome melancholy - 
particles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtagnation of 
Wages. 5 

Her. How affectedly the fellow talks! — How long, 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent maſter ? | 

Arch, Not long ; my life has beea moſtly ſpent in 
the ſervice of the ladies. 

_ Sul. And pray, which ſervice do you like 
beit ? 8 | 1 | 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages; there is a charm 
in their looks that delivers a pleaſure with their 
commands, and gives our duty the wings of in- 
clination. | 

Mrs. Sal. That flight was above the pitch of a 
livery: and, Sir, wou'd not you be ſatisfied to ſerve 
a lady again ? = 

Arch, As groom of the chambers, Madam, but not 
as a footman. | „ 1 

Mrs. Sal. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before; 

Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that poſt 
again; for my memory is too weak for the load of 
meſlages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in 
London: My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt miſtreſs E 
ſerv'd, call'd me up one morning, and told me, Mar- 
tin, go to my Lady Allnight with my humble ſer- 
vice; tell her I was to wait on her lady ſhip yeſterday, 
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% \ 
and left word with Mrs. Rebecca, that the prelimina- 
ries of the affair ſhe knows, of, are ſtopt till we know 
the concurrence of the perſon, that I know of, for 
which there are circumſtances. wanting which we ſhall 
accommodate: at the old place; but that in the mean 
time there is a perſon. about her ladyſhip, that from 
ſeveral hints and ſurmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain 
time to the diſappointments that naturally attend 


things, that to her knowledge are of more import- 
ance 


72 ms Ha, ha! where are you going, Sir? 

Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done. 

Scrub. I ſhould not remember a quarter of it. 

Arch. The whole, how d'ye, was about half an 
hour long; ſo happened to miſplace two ſyllables, 


Dor. The pleaſanteſt fellow, fiſter, I ever ſaw.— 
But, friend, if your maſter be married. I preſume 
you ſtill ſerve a lady? | 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into 
a married family, the commands of the, maſter and 
miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that *tis impoſſible to 
pleaſe both. | . 
Dor. There's a main point gain'd. My lord is not 
married, I find. | [ Aides 
Mrs, Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in ſo many 
good {ervices, you had not a better proviſion made 
for you? | | 15 
Arch. I don't know how, Madam. I am very 
well as F am. | | 
Mrs. Sul. Something for a pair of gloves, 
| | [Offering him money. 
Arch, J humbly beg leave to be excuſed. My maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take money from an 
other hand, without injuring his honour, and dit 


[ Exit. 


- 


obeying his commands, 

: Sera, Brother Martin, brother Martin. 
Arch. What do you ſay, brother Scrub? 
Scrubs Take the money, and give it to me. 

| [Exeaxnt Archer and Scrub. 


4 Dor. 
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Dor. This is ſurpriſing. Did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred fellow. 5 5. | 
Mrs. Sal. The devil take him for wearing the 
livery. 1 
Dor. I fancy, fiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, 
a friend of my lord's, that his lordſhip has pitch'd 
upon for his courage, fidehty, and diſcretion, to 
bear him company in his dreſs, and who, ten to one, 
was his ſecond, ; = | 
Mrs. Sal. It is ſo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be fo 
---Forl like him. © 
Dor. What! better than the count ? | 
Mrs. Sul. The count happened to be the moſt 
agreeable man upon the place; and ſo I choſe him to 
ſerve me in my deſign upon my huſband ——But I 
mould like this fellow. better in a deſign upon myſelf. 
Dor. But now, ſiſter, for an interview with this 
lord, and this gentleman; how ſhall. we bring that 
about? 
Mrs. Sul. Patience ! you country ladies give no 
quarter, if once you be entered,*----Wou'd you 
prevent their deſires, and give the fellows no wiſhing 
time ?---Look'e, Dorinda, if my lord Aimwell loves 
you or deſerves you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and 
there we muſt leave it My buſineſs comes now 
upon the tapis Have you prepared you brother? 
Dor. Yes, yes. 
Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? ; 
Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 


ſelf, and promiſed to be guided by me—but here he 
comes 


Eater Sullen, 


Sul. What linging was that I heard juſt now? 

Mrs, Sul. The ſinging in your head, my dear 
you complained of it all Go. | 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs. Sal. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one fle 
with you. | 


Sul. One fleſh ! rather two carcaſes joined unnatu - 
rally together, | pe 
18. 
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Mrs. Sal. Or rather, a living ſoul coupled to a dead 
body. 918 2 
Dor. So, this is fine encouragement for me! 
Sul. Yes, my wife ſhews what you muſt do. 


Mrs. Sul. And my huſband ſhews you what you 


muſt ſuffer. 


Sul. *Sdeath ! why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sl. *Sdeath ! why can't you talk? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpaſe? 

Mrs. Sal. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 

Sul. Siſter, heark'e---[J/hiſpers.] I ſhan't be home 
till it be tre. ]Exit. 

Mrs. Sul. What did he whiſper to ye? | 

Dor. That he wou'd go round the back way, come 
into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him---But let 
me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to drop this project: 
for, as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him to 


kindneſs, you may provoke him to rage; and then 


who knows how far his brutality may carry him ? 
Mrs. Sal. Tm provided to receive him, I warrant 


you. Away. |  [Eneunt. 


The Exp of the Tyirp Aer. 


ACT 
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8 (© ENE continues. 


Zater Doripda, meeting rs Sullen and Lady Boun- 
tiful. 


Dog IN DA. 
Nxvs. dear ſiſter, news, news! 


Enter Archer running. = 


Arch. Where, where is my lady Bountiful ?---Pray 
which is the pld lady of you three ? 

L. Boun. ; am. | 

Arch. O, Madam, the fame of your r ladyſhip? s cha- 
rity, goodneſs, benevolence, ſkill, and ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your ladyſhip? s help in be- 
half of my unfortunate maſter, who is this moment 
breathing bis laſt, 

L. Baun. Your maſter ! where is he? 

Arch. At your gate, Madam : drawn by the ap- 
pearance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, 
and walking up the avenue, he was taken ill of a 
ſudden, with a ſort of I know: not what: but down 5 
he fell, and there he lies. 

L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my 
eaſy- chair down ſtairs, put the gentleman i in it, and 
bring him in quickly, quickly, 

Veh. Heaven will reward your ladyſhip for this 
charitable act. 

L. Boun. Is your maſter uſed to theſe fits. 

Arch. O, yes, Madam, frequentiy.—1 have 
known him have five or ſix of a night. 

L. Boun. What's his name? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a minute's 
care or neglect, may ſave or r deſtroy his life. 

L. Boun. 


| 
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L. Boan. Ah, poor gentleman ! Come, friend, 
ſhew me the way; I'll fee him brought in myſelf. 
ner [Exit with Archer, 

Dor. O, ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtrangely, 
I can hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance, 

Mrs. Sal. And I'll lay my life he deſerves your af- 
ſiſtance more than he wants. Did not I tell you that 
my lord would find a way to come at you? Love's 
his diſtemper, and you muſt be the phyſician ; put 
on all your charms, ſummon all your fire into your 
eyes, plant the whole artillery of your looks againſt 
his breaſt, and down with him. 

Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm but a young gunner ; I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, ſor fear the piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt myſelf. | | 

Mrs. Sul. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you will. Figs: . 

Dor. No, no, dear ſiſter, you have miſſed your 
mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'nt care for being in- 
ſtructed by you. 


Enter Aimwell ia a chair nd by Archer and Scrub, 
Lady Bountiful, Gipſey; Aimwell connterfeiting a 
Fwoon, ' $I 


L. Boun. Here, here, let's ſee the hartſhorn drops 


— a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very ſtrong 


leſs me, how his hands are clench' dd! 
Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? Why 
don't you help us? — Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda. 
take his hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt I hold 
his head. Ho [Dorinda takes his hand. 
Dor. Poor gentleman !—Oh—he has got my hand 
within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully 
L. Boun. Tis the violence of his convulſion, child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 


caſes. —He'll bite you, if you don't have a care. 


Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand! _ 

L. Boun. What's the matter with the fooliſh girl ? 
I have got this hand open, you ſee,” with a great deal 
of caſe, 1 

Ar ch. 
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Arch. Aye, but, Madam, your daughter” s hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your ladyſhip's, and the heat 
of it draws the force of the ſ pirits that way. 

Mrs, Sul. J find, friend, you re very learned in 
theſe ſort of fits. | 

Arch. *Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm ofton trou- 
bled with them myſelf ; I find myſelf extremely ill at 
this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. Aide. ] I fancy I cou'd finda way ro cure 

ou. 

L. Boun. His fit holds him very long. 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam. 

L. Boun. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, 
wean F- © 

Arch. To-day at church, Madam. | 

L. Boun. In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my lady, He was of a 
ſudden touched with ſomething in his eyes, which at 
the firſt he only felt, but could not tel! whether *twas 
pain or pleaſure, 

L. Bount. Wind, nothing but wind. Your maſter 
ſhould never go without a bottle to ſmell to Oh! 
—he recovers—the lavender water—ſome feathers to 
burn under his noſe—Hungary water to rub his tem- 
ples— O, he comes to himſelf. Hem a little, Sir, 
hem, Gipſey, bring the cordial water. 

[Aimwell /cems to awwake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you, Sir? 

Aim. Where am I? [Rifing. 
Sure I have paſs'd the gulf of ſilent FRY | 
And now am landed on th' Elyfian ſhore--- 

Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
Fair Proſerpine---Let me adore thy bright divinity. 
[ Kireels to Dorinda, and kiſſes her hand. 
ous Sul, So, ſo, ſo, I knew were the fit would 
en 

Aim. Eurydice perhaps 

Ho cou'd thy Orpheus keep kin word, 
And not look back on thee ? 


No 
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No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have brib'd 
him | 
To look one minute off thee. ; 

L. Boun. Delirious, poor gentleman ! 

Arch. Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. 
Aim, Martin's voice, 1 think, | 
Arch. Yes, my lord, — How does your lordſhip ? 

L. Boun. Lord! did you mind that, girls? 

Aim. Where am I? © Y 

Arch. In very good hands, Sir,-You were taken 

juſt now with one of your old fits, under the trees, 


| juſt by this good lady's houſe ; her ladyſhip had you 


taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you to your- 
felf, as you ſe  - 2 855 . 
Aim. T am ſo confounded with ſhame, Madam, 


that I can now only beg pardon—and refer my ac- 


knowledgments for your ladyſhip's care, till an 
opportunity offers of making ſome amends.—T dare 
to be no longer troubleſome. — Martin, give two gui- 


neas to the ſervants, | {Gorng. 


Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon 
into the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were per- 
fectly recover d. : 

Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful in dumb ſheau. 
Aim. That I ſhall never be, Madam ; my preſent 
illneſs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
INy grave. . | Y 
L. Boun. Come, Sir, your ſervant has been telling 


me that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the air 


Your good manners fha'n't get the better of ours 
You ſhall fit down again, Sir Come, Sir, we don't 
mind ceremonies in the country—Here, Gipſey, 
bring the cordial water Here, Sir, my ſervice t'ye— 
You ſhall taſte my water; tis a cordial, I can aſſure 
you, and of my own making. [Aimwell drin&s.] 
Drink it off, Sir.—And how d'ye find yourſelf now, 
ir 
Aim. Somewhat better —tho' very faint ſtill. 
L. Boun. Ay, ay, people are always faint after 


the 


_ Thoſe fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentleman 
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the houſe: 'tis but an old family building, Sir; but 
you had better walk about and cool by degrees, than 
venture immediately into the air: —but you'll find 
ſome tolerable pictures. Dorinda, ſhew the gentle- 
= the way. [Exit.] I muſt go to the poor woman 

W. s 
Dor. This way, Sir. OY 3 
Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my ſervant to 
wait on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 
Mrs. Sul. Sir we underſtand originals as well as 


he does pictures, ſo he may come along. | 
[ Exexnt Dor. Mrs, Sul. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 


Enter Foigard, 


Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. TT 
Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way—T hate a 
prieſt, I abhor the French, and I dety the devil. — 
Sir, I am a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop 
of my blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 
Foig. Maſter Scrub, you would put me down in 
politics, and fo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gip- 
icy. Ee 5 
. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe*'s—dead 
two months ago, Sir. 
Enter Gipſey. ; 
Gip. How now, impudence ! How dare you talk fo 
ſaucily to the doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common people of England are not fo civil to 
ſtrangers, as— | : 
Scrub, You lie, you lie — tis the common people, 
| ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. _ 
12 Sirrah, I have a good mind to Get you out, 
5 . : | | 
Scrub, I won't, | | | 
ip. You won't, ſauce-box—Pray, doctor, what 
18 the captain's name that came to your inn laſt night ? 
Scrub, The captain! ah, the devil! there he K 
pers me again ;—the captain has me on one fide, and 
Vol. II. * the 


am- 


5 BE AUX STRATAGE M. 


ſword I have fine time on't. | [Going. 
Gip. What, firrah, won't you march? 


Scrub. No, my dear, I won't march—but Ill Walk: 


And I'll make bold to liſten a little too. 


[ Goes behind the fide-ſcene, and liftens.. 


 Gip. Indeed, doctor, the count has been barba- 
rouſly treated, that's the truth on't. | 


. 


Fog. Ah, Mrs. Gipſey, upon my ſhoul, now gra, 


his complainings would mollify the marrow in your 
bones, and move the bowels of your commiſeration; 
he weeps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, 
and he laughes, and he ſtamps, and he fings ; in cov- 
cluſion, joy, he's afflicted, à la Frangois, and a ſtran- 
ger wou'd not know -whider to cry or to laugh with 


| Gip: What wou'd you have me do, doctor ? 


_ #oig. Noting, joy, but only hide the count in Mrs. 


Sullen's cloſet, when it is dark. 
Gib. Nothing ! Is that nothing? It would be both 
a ſin and a ſhame, doctor, | | 
Foig, Here are twenty louidores, joy, for your 
ſhame; and Iwill give you an abſolution for the thin. 
- Gif. But won't that money look like a bribe ? _ 


Foig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it. —If you | 


receive the money before hand, *twill be, logice, a 
bribe; but if you ſtay till afterwards, *rwill be, on- 


* 


ly a gratifcation. 


Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it logice.— But what 


muſt Ide with my confeience, Sir ? 


Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; Tam your prieſt, 


gra; and your conſcience is under my hands. 
a. But ſhould T put the count into the cloſet— 
ig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 
cloſher ? One may go to prayers into a cloſhet. 
Gip. But if the lady ſhou'd come into her chamber, 
and go to bed? | 


Foig. Vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to-bed, 
8 5 ; ; < 


5 


10 Pts.” ; ; 
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the prieſt on t'other — So between the gown and 
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Foig, Vel den the parties muſt be reſponſible. 
Do you begone after putting the count into the clo- 
ſet; and leave the ſhins wid themſelves. I will 


come with the count to inſtruct you in your chamber. 


Gip. Well, doctor, your religion is fo pure Me- 
thinks I'm ſo eaſy after an abſolution, and can fin 
* afreſh with ſo much ſecurity,” that I'm refolved to 
die a martyr tot Here's the key of the garden door; 
come in the back way, when ' tis late — I'll be ready to 
receive you; but don't ſo much as whiſper, only take 
hold of my hand; Þ'll lead you, and do you Tead the 
count, and follow me.  [Exeunt. 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub, What witchcraft now have theſe two imps of 
the devil been a hatching here? There's twenty 
Lewidores ; I heard that, and ſaw the purſe : but L 
muſt give room to my betters. 


Enter Ms. Sullen and Archer. 
Mrs. Su“. Pray, Sir, [To Archer. ] how d' ye like 


that piece? 


Arch. O, tis Leda Vou find, Madam, how Ju- 
piter came diſguis'd to make love- 
|  _ Sul, Pray, Sir, what head is that in the corner 
t ere ? s 

Arch, O Madam, *tis poor Ovid in his exile, 

Mrs. Sul, What was he baniſh'd for? 

Arch. His ambitious love, Madam. Fin, ] His 
misfortune touches me. | 
Mrs. Sal. Was he ſueceſsful in his amours ? - 

Arch. There he has left us in the n was 
too much a gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. | 

Arch. If he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the chim- 


ney ? 


Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your 
picture ; but, now I look again, tis not handſome 


E 2 | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a charm is flattery ! If you 
would {ce my picture, there it is, over the cabinet— 
How d ye like it? | | 

Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has 
the leaſt reſemblance of you,—But, methinks, Ma- 
dam He looks at the picture and Mrs, Sullen, three or 
Jour times by turns.) Pray, Madam, who drew it ? 

Mrs. Sul. A famous hand, Sir. | 

5 | [Here Aimwell and Dorinda go of. 

Arch. A famous hand, Madam !— Your eyes, in- 
deed, are featured here ; but where's the ſparkling. 
moiſture, ſhining fluid, in which they ſwim ? The 
picture, indeed, has your dimples ; but where's the 
ſwarm of killing Cupids that ſhould ambuſh there? 
The lips too are figured. out; but where's the carna- 
tion dew, the pouting ripeneſs, that tempts the taſte 
in the original? | 

Mrs, Sul. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a man! I OL oe. [ Afide. 
Arab. Your breaſts too, preſumptuous man! what! 
paint heaven! A-propos, Madam, in the very next 
picture is Salmonius, that was ſtruck dead with light- 
ning, for offering to imitate Jove's thunder; I hope 
you ſerv'd the paintexſo, Madam. | 
Mrs. Szl. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they 

ſhou'd employ their lightning better. 5 

Arch. There's the Freſt bed in that room, Madam; 
I ſuppoſe ' tis your ladyſiip's bed- chamber. 

. Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir? bk 

Arch. I think the quilt. is the richeſt that I ever 
faw—] can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtinguiſh the 
figures of the embroidery. Will you give me leave, 
Madam ? 92 | 

Mrs. Sul. The devil take his impudence— Sure, 
if J gave him an opportunity, he durſt not be rude. 
J have a great mind to try.——{ Going. Returns.) 
*Sdeath ! what am I doing !—And alone tuo !—Siſter, 
ſiſter |! | e 

Arch. I'll follow her cloſe — _ | 

For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to florm, 
A Briton ſure may <well the work perform. * 
x | uter 


13 


N 
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Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. Martin! Brother Martin! 
Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, L. was 
not a going: here's a guinea my maſter order'd you. 

Scrub. A guinea! hi, hi, hi, a guinea! eh——by 
this light it is a guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect 
twenty ſhillings in change. 

Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gipſey. 

Scrub, A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 
witch dir, give me that guinea ; and I'll diſco« 
ver a plot, | 

Arch, A plot! 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot—Firſt, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: ſecondly, it 
mult be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt in't: thirdly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't; 
and fourthly, it muſt be a plot, becauſe I don't know 
what to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother 


| Scrub. 


Scrub, Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's 
a prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery, and 
a riddle. This I know, that here has been the 
doctor with a-temptation in one hand, and an abſo- 
lution in the other, and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to 
the devil; I faw the price paid down; my eyes ſhall 
take their oath on't. 

Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gipſey ? 

Scrub, That's not all; I could hear but a word. 
here and there ; but I remember they mentioned a. 
count, a cloſet, a back-door, and a key. 

Arch. The count! did you hear nothing of Mrs. 
Sullen ? | | 

Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that 
way: but whether.it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd: 
not diſtinguiſh, 55 | 

ee 5 have told this matter to nobody, bro- 

ther \ | 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
reſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, pro nor con, till we: 


have a peace. 
| 1 Arch: 
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Arch. Yowre i'th' right, brother Scrub. Here's a 2 
treaty a- foot between the count and the lady.—The = 
prieſt and the chamber maid are plenipotentiaries.— : 

It ſhall go hard but I'll find a way to be included in E 
the treaty. Where's the doctor now? = 


Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring 
my lady's marmalade in the cloſer. 
Aim, [ From wvithout.} Martin, Martin! 
Arch. I come, Sir, I come. 5 
Scrub, But you forget the other guinea, brother 
Martin. 4 
Arch. Here, I give it with all my heart. 0 
Scrub. And I take it with all my ſoul. \ Exeunt ſe- 2 
werally.] I cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gip- 
ſey: and if you thou'd ſet the captain upon me, theſe 
two guineas will buy me off. [ Exit. 


Enter Mis. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 
Mrs. Sal. Well, ſiſter. | 
Dor. And well, fiſter. 
Mrs. Sul. What's become of my lord ? 
Dor. What's become of his ſervant ? 
Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier fellow, and a 
finer gentleman by fiſty degrees, than his maſter. 
Dor. O wy conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg 
that fellow at the gallows foot. | TOR NE 
Mrs. Szl. O my conſcience, I could, provided I 
could put a friend of yours in his room. | 
Dor. . You deſir'd me, filter, to leave you, when 
you tranſgreſs'd the bounds of honour, | 
Mrs. Ful. Thou dear cenſorious country girl 
What doſt meaw? You can't think of the man with- 
out the bedfellow, I fing. | 7 


Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that 
thought; while the mind is converſant with fleſh and 
blood, it muſt conform to the humours of the com- 
Pan. | | : 1 f 
G Mrs. Sul. How a little love and converſation im- 
prove a woman! Why, child, you begin to live,— 

ou never ſpoke before. Tt S $320 

9 5 e 


By A 
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Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: my lord 


has told me, that I have more wit and beauty than 
any of my ſex; and truly I begin to think the man 
is ſincere. „ HP 73 


Mrs. Sal. You're in the right, Dorinda; pride is 


the life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread. 
But I'll lay you a guinea that 1 had finer things ſaid 
to me than you had. | 


Dor. Done. — What did your fellow ſay to ye? 
Mrs. Sul. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 
mine. 

Dor. But my lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Common cant! Had my ſpark call'd me 
a Venus directly, I ſhould have believed him to be a 


footman in good earneſt, ; 


Dor. But my lover was upon his knees to me. 
Mrs. SzIl. And mine was upon his tiptoes to me, 
Dor. Mine vowed to die for me. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine has all that pleaſure to come. 
Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
. Mrs. Sul. Mine had his moving things too. 
Dor. Mine offered marriage. 
Mrs. Sul. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving thing? 
Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear 
ſiſter: Why, my twenty thouſand pounds may lie 
brooding here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing at 
laſt but ſome ill-natur'd clown like yours :—whereas, 
it I marry my lord Aimwell, there wilt be title, place, 
and precedence, the park, the play, and the drawing 
room, ſplendor, equipage, noiſe and flambeaux—' 


Hey, my lady Aimwell's ſervants there—Lights, 


lights to the ſtairs—My lady Aimwell's coach, put 


forward— Stand by; make room for her ladyſhip— 


Are not theſe things moving? What, melancholy of 
a ſudden! «< þ | 


_ - Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy ſiſter ! Your angel has 
been watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine has 


ſlept 
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flept regardleſs of his charge Long ſmiling years of 
circling joys for you; but not one hour for _ 
| #3 COPS» 
5 of Come, my dear, we'll talk on 9 
Elle. : 
Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own myſelf a wom an, full 
of my ſex, a gentle, generous ſoul, —* eaſy and yield- 
ing to ſoft deſires ; a ſpacious heart, where love 
* and all his train might lodge :* And muſt the fair 
rr of my breaſt be — a ſtable for a brute to 
lie in? | | 

Dor. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe. 
| Mrs. Sal. Huſband ! No—Even huſband is too 
ſoft a name for him—But come, I expe& my bro- 
ther here to-night or to-morrow : he was abroad. 
when my father marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a 
way to make me eaſy. | | 

Dor. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy 
in the mean time with my lord's friend ? 

Mrs. Sul. You miſtake me, fiſter—It happens 
with us as among the men, the greateſt talkers are 
the greateſt cowards : and there's a reaſon for it; 
thoſe ſpirits evaporate in prattle, which might do 
more miſchief if they took another courſe- Though, 
to confeſs the truth, I do love that fellow ;——and if 
I met him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, and T undreſt as I 
ſhould be——Look'e,. ſiſter, J have no ſupernatural 
gifts; I canzt ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the temptation. 
though I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and that's 
as much as the beſt of us can do. [Exeunt. 


Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. | 


. Arch.. And the aukward kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old gentlewoman, | 
Aim. And the coming eaſineſs of the young one. 
Sdeath, tis a pity. to deceive her.. 
Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop 
where you are. 859 5 


2 
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Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a hair's breadth be- 
yond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 5 
Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from 
ſauntering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom's, 
or Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our old 
acquaintance, the cards, becauſe our impotent poc- 
gets can't afford us a guinea for the mercenary drabs; 
and ten thouſand ſuch raſcally tricks had we 
- + outliv'd our fortunes among our acquaintance 
But now--= _ 5p 
Arch, Aye, now is the time to prevent all this. 
Strike while the iron is hot. This prieſt is the luckieſt 
p art of our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp 
for me. | . 
Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be 
6 ſo fond of a Frenchman. 8 4 TYP 
Arch. Alas, Sir, neceffity has no law; the lady 
may be in diſtreſs.“ But if the plot lies as I ſuſ- 
pect-ᷣ I muit put on the gentleman. ——But here 
comes the doctor. I ſhall be ready. e 


| Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Save you, noble friend. | F 
Aim. O Sir, your ſervant. Pray, doctor, may I 
crave your name ? | 
Fog. Fat naam is upon me? My naam is Foigard, 


* 


Aim. Foigard! a ver name for a clergyman. 
Kr doctor F oigard, ee ever in aN 
Foig. Ireland ! no, joy. Fat ſort of plaace is dat 
faam a Dey ſay, de people are catch'd dere 
when dey-are young. | e 

Aim. And ſome of em here, when they are old 
as for example ¶ Takes Foigard by the ſhoulder.) Sir I 
arreſt you as a traitor againſt the government; you're 
a ſubject of England, and this morning ſhewed me a 
commiſſion, by which you ſerved as chaplain in the 
French army. This is death by our law, and your re- 
verence mult hang for it. | iel 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ſtrange 
3 news 
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news you tell me; fader Foigard a ſubject of Eng- 
land! the ſon of a burgomaſter of Bruſſels a ſubject 
of England! Ubooboo. Nd 


Aim. The ſon of a bog-trotter in Ireland! Sir, 


your tongue will condemn you before any bench in 
the kingdom. 
Foig. And is my tongue all your evidenſh, joy? 
Aim. That's enough. 515 | 
Foig. No, no, joy, for Iwill never ſpeak Engliſh 
no more. = > 5 
Aim. Sir, T have other evidence. Here, Mar- 
tin, you know this fellow. | 


| Enter Archer. 
Axrcl. [Tn a brogue.] Saave you, my dear cuſſen, 
__ does your health? _ : i n 
vig. Ah! upon my ſhoul dere is my eountryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine. [AT Ade.] Monbere,. 
{ck vitneat watt bey zackt, lei Univerſion ewe neat, 

facr ament. a | * 
Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir; this 
fellow knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your 


too ? : 1 | 
Arb. Upon my ſoulvation dere is, joy——But, 
cuſſen Mackſhane, vill you not put a remembrance 


upon me?? 

Foig. Mackſbane! by St. Paatrick, dat is my 

naame ſhure enough. | LAAde. 
Aim. T fancy, Archer, you have it. 8 


Foig. The devil hang you, joy — By fat 
uaintance are yau my cuſlen ? ä 
Arch. O, de devil hang yourſelf, joy; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 
foſter-moder's ſon was marry'd 2 my nurſe's chiſ- 
ter, joy, and ſo we are Iriſh cuflens, 
Foig. De devil take de relation! Vel joy, and fat 
ſchool was it? e . 
Arch, I think it vas - Aay - twas Tipperary. 


F. vige 


GER 
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Foig. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kilkenny. 
Aim. That's enough for us - Self confeſſionn 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the hands of 
the next magiſtrate. 2 8 . 
Arch, He ſends you to gaol, you're try'd next aſ- 
ſizes, and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 
Foig. And is it ſo wid you, cuſſen? | 
Arch. It vil be fo vid you, cuſſen, if you don't 
immediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs. 
Gipſey Look'ee, Sir, the gallows or the ſecret, 
take your choice, r 
Foig. The gallows! Upon my ſhoul I hate that 
ſhame gallows, for it is a diſeaſhe dat is fatal to our 
family—Vel, den, there is noting, ſhentlemens, but 
Mrs. Sullen wou'd ſpeak wid de count in her cham- 
ber at midnight, and dere is no harm, joy, for I am 
to conduct the count to de plaaſh myſelf. | . 
Arch. As I gueſs'd Have you communicated 
the matter to the count? 2 | 
Foig. I have not ſheen him fince. 
Arch. Right agen; why then, doctor, —you ſhall 
conduct me to the dy inſtead of the count. 
Fig. Fat, my cuſſen to the lady! Upon my ſhoul,. 
gra, dat's too much upon the brogue. 7 
Arch. Come, come, doctor, conſider we have got 
a rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll ftop your wind-pipe, moſt certainly; we ſhall 


have another job for you in a day or two, I hope. 


mn. Here's company coming this way; let's into 
my chamber, and there concert our affairs farther. 
Arch. Come, my dear cufſen, come along. [ Exexnt., 
Foig. Arra, the devil taake our relaſhion. 


Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one dour, 
| Gibbet ar the oppoſite. derby 
Gib. Well, gentlemen, *tis a fine night for our 
enterprize. | | | 
Hounſ. Dark as hell. | 
Bag. And blows like the devil ; our landlord here 
has ſhew'd us the window where we muſt break ny, 
an 
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and tells us the plate ſtands in the wainſcot cupboard 
in the parlour. - SY 3 
Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhot, as the ſaying is, 


knives and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards 


-—There's one tankard, as the ſaying is, that's 
near upon as big as me; it was a preſent to the ſquire 
from his god-mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and 
toaſt like an Eaſt-India ſhip. : | 


head. 
Bon. Ves, Mr. Hounſlow, as the ſaying is 


At 


one end of the gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and 
* the other, Mrs. Sullen— As 


her daughter; and, 
for the ſquire | 


Gib. He's ſafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, 


and he's more than half ſeas over already But 


ſuch a parcel of ſcoundrels are got about him there, 


that, I gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their com- 
. TY Fn 

Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is—Gentle- 
men, you mult ſet out at one. 


Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſhot ſee our arms 


fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. 8 | 
Hounſ. and Bag. We will. | [Exeunt. 


- Gib, Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that 


Scrub is a coward. 


Bon. A chicken, as the ſaying is — You'll have 


no creature to deal with but the ladies. | 
Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great 


deal of addreſs and good-manners in robbing a lady; 


J am the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travel- 


led the road But, my dear Bonny, this prize will 


be a galleon, a Vigo buſfineſs—— I warrant you we 

ſhall bring off three or four thouſand pound. 

Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying 

is, you may. 2 : 
Gi, Why then, Tyburn, L defy thee; I'll get 

up to town, ſell off my horſe and arms, buy myſelf 


ſome pretty employment in the law, and be as ſnug 


and as honeſt as e er a long gown of 'em all. 
5 | ; | Hon, 


Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the flair 
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Bon. And what think you then of my daughter 
Cherry for a wife? 8 

Gi. Look'e, my dear Bonny — Cherry is the god- 
deſs I adore, as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim, 
that man and wife ſhould never have it in their po- 
wer to hang one another; for if they ſhou'd, the 
Lord have merey upon them both. [Emeunt, 


Exp of the Fouxru Acr. 


r 
SCENE continues. Knocking without, 
Enter Boniface, 


BONIFACE. 


Oming, coming——A coach and fix foaming 
horſes at this time o'night ! Some great man, 
as the ſaying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other 
people. | . | 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman, 
Sir Ch. What, fellow ! a public houſe, and a-bed 
when other people ſleep ! 
Bon. Sir, I an't a-bed, as the ſaying is. 


Sir C/. I ſee that, as the ſaying is! Is Mr, Sul- 


len's family. a-bed, think'e ? 


Bon. All but the *ſquire himſelf, Sir, as the ſay- 
ing is; he's in the houſe, | 
Sir Ch, What company has he ? 
Bon. Why, Sir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gage 
the excifeman, the hunch-back'd barber, and two or 
three other gentlemen, 3 
Vor. II. 5 Sir Ch. 
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Sir. Ch. 1 find my fiſter's letters gave me the true 
picture of her ſpouſe. | 


Enter Sullen, drunk. 

Bon. Sir, here's the *ſquire. 

Sul. The puppies left me aſleep——Sir. 

Sir Ch, Well, Sir. 0 | 

Sul. Sir, Jam an unfortunate man—lI have three 
thouſand pounds a year, and I can't get a man to 
drink a cup of ale with me. 

Sir Ch, That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir—And unleſs you have pity upon me, 
and ſmoke one pipe with me, I muſt e'en go home 
to my wife, and I had rather go to the devil by half. 

Sir Ch, But I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee your 
wife to- night, ſhe'll be gone to bed you don't 
uſe to lie with your wife in that pickle? | 

Sul. What! not lie with my wife! Why, Sir, do 
you take me for an atheiſt or a rake? 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I think you had 
better lie from her. | 

Sul. I think ſo too, friend But I am a juſtice 
of peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. 

Sir Ch, Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, nobody 
obſerves law for law's ſake, only tor the good of 2 
thoſe for whom it was made. [2 

Sul. But if the law orders me to fend you to gaol, 
you muſt lie there, my friend. | 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a crime to deſerve it. 
Sul. A crime! Oons, an't I marry'd ? 

Sir Ch, Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, 
you muſt diſown it for a law. | : 
Sual. Eh 1—I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir— f 
But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth of 7 

Sir Ch, Truth, Sir, is a profound ſea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find the bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of your un- 
derſtanding may*nt be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your 
N 8 | {ea 
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ſea of truth, but if a good parcel of land can intitle a 
man to a little truth, I have as much as any he in the 
county. 

Bon, I never heard your worſhip, as the ſaying 1s, 
talk ſo much before, 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man that I 1ik'd 

before. | 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me aſk you 
one queſtion : Are not man and wife one fleſh ? 

Sir Ch, You and your wife, Mr. Guts, may be 
one fleſh, becauſe you are nothing elſe—Bat rational 
creatures have minds that muſt be united, 

Sul. Minds! 

Sir Ch. Ay, minds, Sir. Don't you think that the 
mind takes place of the body 

Sul. In ſome people. 

Sir Ch. Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be 
conſulted before that of the ſervant. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow 
Oons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 
Sir Ch. Sir, I know that my two hands are natu- 
rally one, becauſe they love one another, * kiſs one 
© another*, help one another in all actions of life; but 
I cou'd not fay ſo much if they were always at cults. 

Sul. Then ' tis plain that we are two. . 

Sir Ch, Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

* $81, Will you take her, Sir? 
Sir Ch, With all my heart, 
Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and 

a veniſon paity 1 into the bargain. 

Sir Ch, Youlll let me have her fortune too? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, J have no quarrel to her 
fortune I hate only the woman, 255 128 none 
but the woman ſhall go. 

Sir C. But her fortune, Sir — 

Sul. Can you play at whiſt, Sir 2 

Sir CY. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at all- fours? 

Sir CV. Neither. 


F2 | Sul, 
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Sul. Oons! where was this man bred [ Aſde.] Burn 
me, Sir, I can't go home, *tis but two o'clock. 
Sir Ch, For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe But 
you muſt conſider tis late. | 
Sul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, Sir [ Exeunt. 


Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the flage, and knocks at 
Aimwell's chamber door, Enter Aimwell, in his 
aight-cap and gown. | 
Aim, What's the matter ? You tremble, child ; 

yeu're frighted ! | 
Cher. No wonder, Sir— But in ſhort, Sir, this 


very minute a gang of rogues are gone to rob my 


Lady Bountiful's houſe. 

Aim. How! ROE | | 
Cber. I dogg'd em to the very door, and left em 
breaking in. 1 c a 
Ain. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 
news ? 
(ber. No, no, Sir; I wanted to have diſcover'd 
the whole plot, and twenty other things, to your man 
Martin; but | have ſearch'd the whole houſe, and 
can't find him; where is he? | 

Aim, No matter, child ; will you guide me unme- 
diately to the houſe ? 

Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bounti- 
ful 18 my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo 
well | 


Aim, Dorinda! the name inſpires me; the glory 


and the danger ſhall be all my own,—Come, my life, 
let me but get my ſword. | [Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the bed-chamber in Lady Boun- 
| tiful's houſe. 1 
Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, andręſi d; a table 
and lights. 


Dor. *Tis very late, ſiſter; no news of your 
ſpouſe, yet? 
Mrs. Su. 
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Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
wards four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
with his company. | 

Dor. Well, my dear, I'll leave you to your reſt ;, 
you'll go directly to bed, 1 ſuppoſe. . | 
- Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hey-ho ! 

Dor. That's a defiring ſigh, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, ſiſter. 

Dor. And might prove a critical minute, if the 
retty fellow were here. 
- Mrs, Sal. Here! what, in my bed-chamber, at 


two o'clock i'th' morning, I undreſs'd, the family 


aſleep, my hated huſband abroad, and my lovely fel- 
low at my feet gad, ſiſter. 

Dor. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow 
you. So, my dear, good night. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Sul. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda 
Thoughts are free! are they ſo? Why then, ſup- 
poſe him here, dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and 
burning bridegroom, [Here Archer /teals out of the 
cloſet. } with tongue enchanting, eyes bewitching, 
knees imploring. | Turns a little on one fide, and foes Ar- 
cher in the poſture ſhe diſeribes.] Ah! [Shrieks, aud 
runs to the other fide of the lage.] Have my thoughts 
rais'd a ſpirit ? —— What are you, Sir, a man or a. 
devil? | 
Arch, A man, a man, Madam.  [Rifing, 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it | | 

Arch. Madam, I'll give you demonſtration this 
minute. = [ Takes her hand.. 

Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude 2 

Arch, Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. _ 

Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder, whence came ye? 

Arch, From the ſkies, Madam — I'm a Jupiter 
in love, and you ſhall be my Alcmena.. | 

Mrs. Sul. How came you in? | | 

Arch. I flew in at the window, Madam; your couſin: 
Cupid lentme his wings, and your ſiſter Venus open'di 
the caſement. 

Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with admiration. 

E ; . 
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Arch, And I with wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at her. 
How beautiful ſhe looks ! the teeming jolly 
ſpring ſmiles in her blooming face, and when ſhe 


was conceiv'd her mother ſmelt to roſes, look'd on 
lilies— 


Lilies unfold their at hite, their fragrant charms, 
When the avarm fun thus darts into their arms. 


| [Runs to her, 
Mrs. Sul. Ah! [Shricks.] . 
Arch. Cons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
raiſe the houſe. | 
Mrs. $1. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I'll bear 
this.— What ! appproach me with: the freedom of a 
keeper, I'm glad on't—— Your impudence has 
cur'd me. 
Arch. If this be impudence, [Kneels.] I leave to 
your partial ſelf; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, 
aintul voyage, e'er bow'd before his faint with more 
EVOtion. 
Mrs. Sal. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. 


[de.] Riſe, thou proſtrate engineer, not all thy 


undermining {kill ſhall reach my heart, Riſe, and 
know I am a woman without my ſex; I can love to 
all the tenderneſs of wiſhes, fighs and tears But 
go no farther—Still to convince you that I'm more 
than woman, I can fpeak my frailty, confeſs my 
weakneſs, even for you——But 

Arch. For me! [ Going 10 lay hold on her, 


Mrs. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that——tor 


my moſt mortal hatred follows, if you diſobey what 
command you now—— leave me this minute — If 
he denies, I'm loſt. | [Aides 
Areb. Then you'll promiſe——— }. | 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time, 

Arch, When ſhall I come? © 
Mrs. S“. To-morrow z when you will. 
; Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe, 
Mrs. Sul, Plhaw |! 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt, [Ki/es her.] Rap- 
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tures and Paradiſe! And why not now, my angel ? 
The time, the place, filence and ſecreſy all conſpire 
And now the conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd this 
moment for my vi. "a [ Takes her in his arms. 
Mrs. Sul. You will not, cannot, ſure. 

Arch, If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints nor 
mortals of to-morrow's dawn, this night ſhall crown 
my joys. . 
Mrs. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt. 

Arch, T'll die with you. [Carrying her of. 

Mrs. Sal. Thieves, thieves, murder— | 


Enter Scrub, in his breeches, and one ſhoe. 


Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery ! | 
Arch. Ha! the very timorous ſtag will kill in rut- 
ting time, [Draws and offers to flab Scrub. 


Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, 
and take my life. | 


Mrs. Sul. [ Holding Archer's hand.) What does the 
fellow mean ? | | 


- Scrub. O Madam, down upon your knees, your 


 marrow-bones———— he's one of them. 


Mrs. Sul. Of whom? 
Scrub, One of the rogues 


I beg your pardon, 


one of the honeſt gentlemen that juſt now are broke 


into the houſe. 
Arch, How ! | 
Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 
Aich. Indeed I did, Madam; but I would have 
taken nothing but what you might very well ha? 
ſpar'd ; but your crying thieves has wak'd this dream- 
ing fool, and ſo he takes 'em for granted. | 


Scrub. Granted ! *tis granted, Sir; take all we have. | 
Mrs. Jul. The fellow looks as if he were broke out 


Srub, Oons, Madam, they're broke into the houſes 
with fire and ſword ; I ſaw them, heard them, they II 
be here this minute. | | 

Arch. What, thieves ! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think ſo. 1 
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Mrs. Sl. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

Arch, Madam, I with your ladyſbip a good mir. 

Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did you not 
command me to be gone juſt now, upon pain of your 
immortal hatred ? | 

Mrs. Szl. Nay, but pray, Sir [Takes hold of him, 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be ra- 
viſh'd—You ſee, Madam, you muſt uſe: men one way 

or Other ; but take this by. the way, good Madam, 
that none but a fool will : gire you the benefit of his 
courage, unleſs you'll take his love along with it 
How are they arm'd, friend ? 

Scrub, With ſword and piſtol, Sir. 

Arch. Huſh !—T ſee a dark lanthorn coming thro? 
the gallery Madam, be aſſur'd I will protect you, 
or loſe my life, 

Mrs. Sul. Your life! No, Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value halt ſo much; therefore, now, 
Sir, let me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch, No, Madam, I'll conſult my own ſafety for 
the ſake of yours; I'll work by ſtratagem. Have you 
courage enough to ſtand the appearance of them ? 

Mrs. Sul. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcap'd your hands 
I can face any thing. 

Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub; don't you 
know me ? 


Scrub. Eh . my dear brother, let me kiſs thee; 


(See Archer, 
Arch. This. way—Here—— | 

| | [Archer and Scrub-hide behind the bed. 

Eu Gibbet ci a dark lanthorm in one hand, and a 
| piſtol in the other. 

025. Ay, ay, this is che chamber, and the lady alone. 


Mrs. Sal. Who are you, Sir * What would you 
have?! ? D'ye come to rob me? 


Gib. Rob you! Alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger brother, Madam ; and ſo, Madam, if you 
make.a naiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the head. But 

don't 
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don't be afraid, Madam. [ Laying his lanthorn and piſ- 
tol upon the table.] Theſe rings, Madam; don't be 
concerned, Madam; I have a profound reſpect for 
you, Madam; your keys, Madam; don't be fright- 
ed, Madam, I'm the moſt of a gentleman [Search- 
ing her pockets. ] This necklace, Madam; I never was 
rude to any lady !—I have a veneration—for this 
necklace [ Here Archer having come round, and 
ſeized 1 tales Gibbet by the collar, trips up his 
heels, and claps the piſtol to his breaſt. Wk 

Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward of 

thy ſacrilege. 
Si. Oh! pray, Sir, don't kill me; I a'n't pre- 


Arch. How many are there of em, Scrub? 

Scrub. Five and forty, Sir. | 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him out 
of the mo | 

Gib. Hold! hold, Sir! we are but three, upon 
my honour. . 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub, Not I, Sir ; kill him, kill him. 

Arch, Run to Gi pley's chamber, there you'll find 
the doctor; bring him hither preſently. | 

| [Exit Scrub, running. 

Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 

Gibs. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the government 


has provided a chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe _ 
occaſions. 


Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him 
me as much as him. | 
Arch, The dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc- 
caſion of my diſappointment—Sirrah, this moment is 
your laſt, LE. 
_ Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare 
m He. : ö 
5 Have you no more, raſcal? 
| Gib. Ves, Sir, I can command four hundred; but 
I muſt reſerve two of em, to ſave my life at the ſeſſions. 


you fright 


Enter 
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5 Enter Serub and Foigard. | 


Arch. Here, doctor; I ſuppoſe Scrub and you, be- 

tu cen you, may manage him— Lay hold of him. 
Foigard /ays hold of Gibbet, 

Gih, What! turn'd over to the prieſt : already 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; Ian 
condemn'd yet, I thank ye. 

Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too; vil make you a good catholic, 
and give you an abſolution, 


Gib. Abſolution ! 158 Tonk procure me a PROD, 
Es ? | | 


No, joy | 
22 Then you and your EF rt may go to the 


Jevil 

Arch. Convey him i into the cellar ; there bind him : 
take the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him 
thro* the head — and come back to us with all the ſpeed 
you can. 

Scrub. Ay, ay; come, doctor, do you hold 15 faſt, 
and I'll guard him. [ Exeunt. 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam (Shrieking aui t bout. 
*Sdeath ! the rogues are at work with the other la- 
dies; —“ I'm vex'd I parted with the piftol ;* but I 
muſt fly to their aſſiſtance Will you ſtay here, Ma- 
| dam, or venture yourſelf with me ? | 
Mrs. Sul. Oh, dear Sir, with you. 

{Takes him by the arm and exeunt, 


SCENE EE to another apartment in the houſe. 


Enter Hounſlow dragging i in Lady Bountiful, and Bag- 


ſhot hauling in Dorinda; the rogues <vith ſwords 
drawn, 


Hour. Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 
2 Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman. 
Enter Aimwell. 


Aim. Turn this way, villains ! ! I'durſt engage an 
army | in ſuch a cauſe, [ He engages them both, 
: Enter 


— 
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Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

Arch, Hold, hold, my lord ; every man his bird, 

pray. [They engage man to man; the rogues are 
LE thrown down and diſarmed. 

Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 

Aim, No, no, we'll bind them. 

Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your garter? 

[To Mrs. Sullen, who Hands by him. 

Mrs. Sul. The devil's in this fellow; he fights, 
loves, and banters, all in a breath. Here's a cord, 
that the rogues brought with them, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to 
hang himſelf - Come, my lord, —-this is but 2 ſcanda- 
lous ſort of an office. .[ Binding the rogues together.] If 
our adventures ſhould end in this fort of hangman 
work; but I hope there is ſomething in proſpect that- 


Enter Scrub. 


Well, Scrub, have you fecured your Tartar ? 
Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the prieſt and him diſputing 
about religion. | 178 
Aim, And pray carry thefe gentlemen to reap the 
benefit of the controverſy. 

[Delivers the priſoners to Scrub, aubo leads them out. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, fiſter, how came my lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the gentleman here ? 
Mrs. Sul. I'Il tell you the greateſt piece of villany. 

| | They talk apart. 
Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſuc- 
ceſsful in your adventures than the houſe-breakers. 
Arch. No matter for my adventure, yours 1s the 
principal---Preſs her this minute to marry you---now 
while ſhe's hurried between the palpitation of her 
her fear and the joy of her deliverance ; now while the 
tide of her ſpirits is at high flood---throw yourſelf at 
her feet, ſpeak ſome romantic nonſenſe or other---- 
ronfound her ſenſes, bear down her reaſon, and away 
with her---The prieſt is now in the cellar, and dares . 
not refuſe to do the work. _ 
Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being ob- 
ſerved ? 
Arch. 
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Arch. You a lover! and not find a way to get off, 
Let me ſee. | 


Aim. You bleed, Archer, | 

Arch. Sdeath, I'm glad on't ; this wound will do 
the buſineſs. Tl amuſe the old lady and Mrs, Sullen 
about drefling my wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. | 
| Enter Lady Bountiful. 


L. Bount. Gentlemen, could we underſtand how 
you would be gratified for the ſervices 
Arch. Come, come, my lady, this is no time for 
compliments; I'm wounded, Madam, | 
L. Bount. and Mrs. Sul. How, wounded ! 
Dor. I hope, Sir, you have received no hurt! 
Aim. None but what you may cure--- | 
| [Makes love in dumb. ſbeau. 
L.. Boun, Let me fee your arm, Sir---I muſt have 
ſome powder-ſugar to ſtop the blood---O me !---an 
ugly gaſh ; upon my word, Sir, you muſt go to bed. 
Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed would do very well--- 
Madam, [Jo Mrs. Sullen.] will you do me the favour 
to conduct me to a chamber ? | | 
L. Bount. Do, do, daughter---while I get the lint, 
and the probe, and the plaiſter ready. 
[ Runs out one wo, Aim. carries off Dor. another, 
Arch, Come, am, why don't you obey your 
mother's commands ? 
Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have 
the confidence to aſk me ? 
Arch. And, if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the confidence to deny me ?--- Was 
not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life ex- 
poſed for your protection? Look'e, Madam, I'm 
none of your-romantic fools that fight giants and mon- 
ſters for nothing; my valour is downright Swiſs; I 
am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 
Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices. 
Arch. *Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward 'em. 5 
Mrs. 


\ 
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Mrs. Sal. How ! at the expence of my honour ? 

Arch. Honour ! Can honour confiſt with ingrati- 
tude ? If you would deal like a woman of honour, do 
like a man of honour, D'ye think | would deny you 
in ſuch a caſe ? 

7 Enter Gipſey. 

Gip. Madam, my lady ordered me to tell you, that 
your brother is below, at the gate. 

Mrs. Sul. My brother! Heavens be prais'd !---Sir, 
he ſhall thank you for your ſervices, he has it in his 
wer. 7 
Arch. Who is your brother, Madam? | 
Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman, You'll excuſe me, 

Sir, I mult go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman ! *Sdeath and hell !--- 
my old acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimwell has 


made good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes 
ſouſe into the ſea like the Ediſtone. [Exits 


SCENE changes to the gallery in the ſame houſe, 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. Well, well, my lord, you have conquered, 
Your late generous action, will, I hope, plead for my 
eaſy yielding ; though, I muſt own, your lordſhip had 
a 173 in fort before. | | 

Aim. The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue, 
Here, doctor | 8 


Enter Foigard with a Bool. 


Forg. Are you prepared, bote? | 
Dor. I'm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word 
J have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me, 
Pray, my lord, conſider a little 
; eng Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or my 
ove * 2 
Dor. Neither. I do believe you equally juſt as 
G 1 ; 


Vol, II, brave 
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brave And were your whole ſex drawn out for me to 
chuſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the multitude, if 
you were abſent---But, my lord, Pm a woman: co- 
ours, concealments may hide a thouſand faults in me 
---Therefore know me better firſt; -I hardly dare 
affirm I know myſelt in any thing except my love. 

Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injure? I find my- 
ſelf unequal to the taſk of villain. She has gained 
my ſoul, and made it honeſt like her own---I cannot 
hurt her. [ Aſide.] Doctor, retire. [Exit Foigard.] 
Madam, behold your lover and your proſelyte, and 
judge of my paſſion by my converſion---I'm all a lie, 
nor dare I give a fiction to your arms; I'm all a 
counterfeit, except my paſſion. | 

Dor. Forbid it, heaven ! A counterfeit ! 

Aim, I am no lord, but a poor needy. man, come 
with a mean and ſcandalous deſign, to prey upon your 


fortune but the beauties of your mind and per- 


* 


ſon have ſo won me from myſelf, that, like a truſty 
ſervant, I prefer the intereſt of my miſtreſs to my 
Dee SO es W 
Dor. Sure, I have had the dream of ſome poor 
mariner; a ſleeping image of a welcome port, and 
wake involv'd in ſtorms'--Pray, Sir, who are you? 
Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurped, but 
ſtranger to his honour or his fortune. 0 
Dor. Matchleſs hone ſty !---Once I was proud, Sir, 
of your wealth and title, but nom am prouder that 
you want it. Now I can ſhew my love was juſtly 
levelled, and had no aim but love, Doctor, come in, 


Enter Foigard at one door, Gipſey at another, who 
| avbiſpers Derinda, 

_ Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir, 
You mult excuſe me----Pll wait on you preſently. _ 
| [Exit with Gipſey. 

N g. Upon my ſhoul, now dis is fooliſh [ Exe. 
Ain, Goa! and bid the prieſt depart—lt has 
an omnious look. 3 6 N 


Euter 
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: Enter Archer, | 
- Arch. Courage, Tom----Shall I wiſh you joy ? 

Aim. No. : 

Arch. Oons! man, what ha' you been doing? 

Aim. O, Archer, my honeſty, I tcar, has ruined 
me. | | 

Arch. How ! 

Aim. H have diſcovered myſelf. 

Arch, Diſcovered ! And without my conſent ? 
What ! Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame 
bottom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all withour 
my partnerſhip ? 

Aim. O, Archer, I own my fault. | 

Arch. After conviction---"Tis then too late for par- 
don You may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that you 
ropos'd this folly — As you begun, ſo end it—Henee- 
orth I'll hunt my fortune fingle-----So farewel, 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 
- Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laughed at !---No, I would ſooner change conditions 
with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now bound, than 
bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud knight that 
once I treated as my equal. | 

Aim. What knight; N | 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the lady 
that I had almoſt—— But no matter for that; *tis a 


curſed night's work, and ſo I leave you to make the 


beſt on' t. : 
Aim. Freeman !——One word, Archer. Still IL 
have hopes; methought ſhe received my confeſſion 
with pleaſure. _ | 5 

Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? | 
Aim. She conſented after to the match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. | 

Arch,” To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd 


| have been, f E 
Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


G 2 | Enter 
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7 


Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 
Dor, Come, my dear lord I fly with impatience 


to your arms——— The minutes of my abſence were 
a tedious year. Where's this prieſt ? | 


Enter Foigard, 

Arch, Oons, a brave girl! | 

Dor. I ſuppoſe; my lord, this gentleman is privy 
to our affairs ? 8 

Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your father. 

Dor. Come, prieſt, do your office. 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple em any way. 
[Takes Aimwell's hand.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
OU ——— , 
9 Dor. My mind's altered; I won't. 
Arch. Eh | 

Aim. I'm confounded. 3 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſo is my ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the matter now, Madam? 


Dor. Look e, Sir, one generous action deſerves 
This gentleman's honour obliged him 


another- 
to hide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to 
conceal nothing from him; in hort, Sir, you are the 
perſon that you thought you oounterfeited; you are 
the true 3 viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſn your lord- 
ſhip joy. Now, prieit, you may be gone; if my lord. 
is now pleas'd ,with the mateh, let bis lordſhip marry 
me 1n the face of the world. | ; 

Aim, Archer, what does ſhe mean ? 

Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 


Enter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 
Sir Ch. My dear lord Aimwell, I wiſh you joy. 
Aim. Of what? £ OY te x 
Sir Ch. Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before I left London; and all your friends 


have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the reſt I did 


myſelf the honour, - | e 
Arch, Heark'e, Sir knight, don't you banter arts 
| | ir 
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Sir Ch. *Tis truth, upon my honour. 
Aim. Thanks to the pregnant ſtars that formed this 
accident. 
Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought i it 
forth; away with it. 


Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 


the pri⁊ze [Taking Dorinda's hand. 
reh. And double thanks to the noble Sir Charles 
Freeman. My lord, I wiſh you joy. My lady, I wiſh 
you joy ——l gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeſteſt 
fellow living — Sdeath, I'm grown, ſtrangely airy 
upon this matter—My lord, how d'ye -A word, 
my lord. Don't you remember ſomething of a pre- 
vious agreement that intitles me to the motety of this 
lady's tortune, which, I think, will amount to ten 
thouſand pounds? 
Aim. Not a penny, Archer. You wou'd ha' cut 


my throat gull now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this 


lad 

— * Ay, and I'll cut your throat ſtill, if you 
mou d deceive her now. 

Aim, That's what I expect; and to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is twenty thouſand pounds; we'll 
divide ſtakes ; take the twenty thouſand pounds, or 
the lady. 

Dor. How ! Is your lordſhip ſo indifferent? 

Arch. No, no, no, Madam, his lordſhip knows 
very well that I'll take the money; I leave you to his 
lordſhip, and ſo we're both provided for. 


Enter Foigard. | 
- Foig. Arra fait, de people do ſay you be all roba, 


9 The ladies have been i in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 

Aim. Our inn! By whom? 

Foig. Upon my ſhalvation, our landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid de money. 


Arche Robbed himſelf! | | | 
| G 3 | Doi. 
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Foig. Ay fait? and me too of a hundred pounds. 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pounds 
Foig. Yes, fait Honny, that I did owe to him. 
Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. 7 2 
Arxcb. Rot the money, my wench is gone 
Saves vous quergue choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry? 


Enter a felloav with a ftrong box and letter, 


Fell. Is there one Martin here ? 

Arch. Ay, ay,---who wants him ? | 

Fell. T have a box here and a letter for him, 

Aim. {Taking the box.] Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this light, my lord, our money 
again. But this unfolds the riddle. [Opening the let- 
ter, reads.) Hum, hum, hum — 0, tis for the pub- 
lic good, and muſt be communicated to the company. 

Mr. Martin, | 

My father, being afraid of an impeachment by the 
rogues that are taken to-night, is gone off; but if you 
can procure him a pardon, he'll make great diſcoveries 
that may be uſeful to the country. Conu'd haue met you 
inftead of your maſter to night, I auou'd have delivered 
myſelf into your hands, awith a ſum that much exceeds that 

in your ffrong box, which ] have ſent you, with an ag 
i ſurance to my dear Martin, that I. ſhall ever be his moſt 
: faithful friend till death, Cherry Boniface. 


There's a billet-doux for you—— As for the father, I 
think he ought to be encouraged ; and for the daugh- 
ter pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take 
her into her ſervice inſtead of Gipſey. 
Aim. ] can aſſure you, Madam, your deliverance 
was owing to her diſcovery. | 
Dor. Your command, my lord, will do without the 
obligation. I'll take care of her. 
Sir Ch. This good company meets opportunely in 
_ favour of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
ſiſter. I intend to part her from her huſband=Gen- 
tlemen, will you aſhit me? „ | 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! *Sdeath, who wou'd not? 
Foig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſhiſt, 


Enter 
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Enter Sullen. 


Sul. What's all this? They tell me, ſpouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. | 0 
Mrs. Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near it 
had not theſe two gentlemen interpos u. f 
Sul. How came rheſe gentleman here? 
Mrs. Sl. That's his way of returning thanks, you 
maſt know. 


Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion .be 


a- propos for all dat, 5 

Sir Ch, You promis'd laſt night, Sir, that you 
would deliver your lady to me this morning. 

Sul. Humph. 5 

Arch. Humph! What do you mean by Humph ? 
— ir, you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, Sir, we have 
ſaved you and your family; andif you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the rogues, join with *em, and ſet fire 
to your houſe— What does the man mean ? Not 
part with his wife. | 


Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife! Upon my - 


ſhoul, de man doſh not underſtand common fſhivility. 
Mrs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt, 


move by conſent. Compulſion would ſpoil us, Let 


my dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall 
judge it between us. 15 | 
Sul. Let me know firſt, who are to be our judges. 
Pray, Sir, who are you ? 
Sir Ch, I am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take 
away your wife. | 
Sul. And you, good Sir? = of 
Aim, Thomas viſcount Aimwell, come to take 
away your fiſter, | | 
Sul. And you, pray Sir ? | 
Arch. Francis Archer, eſq, Come——— 
Sul To take away my mother, I hope Gentle- 


men, you're heartily welcome. I never met with: 


three more obliging people fince I was born—And 
now, my dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt 

word, Bebe} | f 
Arch. 
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Arch; And the laſt, for five A OI [Afideo 

Mrs. Sul. Spouſe. | 

Sul. Rib. | 

Mrs. Sul. How log have you been nar . 

Sul, By the almanack, fourteen months but by 
my account, fourteen years. 

Mrs. Sul. Tis thereabout by my reckoning. 

Foig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree. 

Mrs, Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for? 

Sul. To get an heir to my eſtate. 
Sir Ch. And have you, ſucceeded ? | 

Sul. No. 

Arch. The condition falls of bk een Ma- 
dan, what did you marry for? | 
Mrs. Sal. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by the 
ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the pleafures of an 
agreeable ſociety. 

Sir Ch. Are your expectations anſwer'd? 

Mrs. Sul. No. 

Foig. Arra honeys, a clear caaſe, a clear caaſe ! 

Sir Ch, What are the bars to your mutual content- 
ment? 


Mrs. Sal. In the firſt place, I can't drink ale with ©» 


him. 
Sul. Nor can J drink tea with her. 
Mrs. Sul. J can't hunt with you. 
Sul. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sul. J hate cocking and racing. 
Sal. J abhor ombre and piequet. 
Mrs. Sal. Your filence is intolerable. 
Sul. Your prating 1s worſe. 
* Mrs. Sul. Have we not been a perpetual offence to 
© each other — a gnawing yulture at the heart ? 
Sul. A frightful goblin to the ſight. 
Mrs. Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual wormwood ta the tate. 
N. Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree 
in! 
Sul. ves to part. f 
Mrs. Sul. With all my heart. | | 
© | Sul. 
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Sul. Your hand. 

Mrs. Sul. Here. . T 
Sul. Theſe hands joined us, theſe ſhall part us 
Away 0 4 58 | | 
| Mrs, Sul, Eaſt, *, 

Sul. Weſt. | 
Mrs. Sal. North. ES 
Sul. South; far as the poles aſunder. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 

Sir Ch. Now, Mr, Sullen, there wants only my 
ſiſter's fortune to make us eaſy, | | 

Sul. Sir Charles, you love your fiſter, and I love her 
fortune; every one to his fancy. | 

Arch. Then you won't refund, 

Sul. Not a ſtiver. 

Arch. What is her portion? 

Sir Ch. Twenty thouſand pounds, Sir. 

Arch, I'll pay it. My lord, I thank him, has 


enabled me, and, if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go 


home with me. This night's adventure has prov'd 
ſtrangely lucky to us all For captain Gibbet, in his 
walk, has made bold, Mr, Sullen, with your ſtudy 
and eſeritore, and has taken out all the writings of 


our eſtate, all the articles of marriage with your 
ady, bills, bonds, leaſes, receipts, to an inſinite 


value; I took em from him, and will deliver them to 


Sir Charles. Rs 


6 [Gives him a parcel of papers and parchments,? 
Sul. How, my writings! my head aches con- 


ſumedly. Well, gentlemen, you ſhall her fortune, 


but I can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, 
to be merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and 
my divorce, you may command my houſe ! but my 
head aches conſumedly—Scrub, bring me a dram. 

Arch. *Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the 


couple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an un- 


taſted happineſs, and the other in their deliverance 


from an experienced miſery, 


_ Both 
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Both happy in their ſeveral flates ave find; 
Theſe parted by conſent, and thoſe conjoin d. 
Conſent, if mutual, ſaves the lawyer's fee; 
Conſent is law enough to ſet you free. | 
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The Third Edition. Price 18. 6d. 
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by the CHEVALIER DE SAUSEUIL, in two 
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mination into an opinion of Mr. john Hunter's, 


That the blocd is alive,” By JAMES HENDY, 


42 * 
4 


Price 28. 


— 2 F _ 5 
” * — 2 — — DS — 
—— 3 ꝰ —— — 9 — — . 


— —— — * 
e 


A" N 
1 * 


—— r——•— —Ä——ꝛů IEA) IS ET en 
I 1 
— . 


Nero Books publiſhed by J. Bell. 


THF ODDS of the GAME of BIL- 
LIARDS; with ſome uſeful obſervations that 
ſhould be attended to by N player. N 
calculated. Price 18. 


: REMARKS on the SERVICE of the 


CHURCH of ENGLAND, with directions 


for our behaviour therein. 


By the Rev. Dr. JOHN TRUSLER. 
| The Third Edition. 
Price d. or 11. 6s. per hundred to thoſe who buy 


them to give away. Very proper to be put into the 
hands of youth, &c. i | 


- AN EASY WAY to PROLONG 3 LIFE: | 


„ FATE *L1 
The Third Edition. Price 28. 
Being a Chemical Analyſis, or, An Enquiry in- 
tothe nature and properties of all kinds of Fop Foods,“ 


how far they are wholeſome and agree with different 


conſtitutions. Written ſo as to be intelligible to 


| * capacity. By a Medical Gentleman. 


Alſo 
PART II. Price 18. 6d. 


Containing many ſalutary 000 on exerciſe, 


leep, drinking, ſmoaking, bleeding, dram- drinking, 
and the utility of taking phyſic in the ſpring. 


THE ECONOMIST. 


The Thirteenth Edition. Price 18. 
Shewing in a variety of eſtimates from 80l. a year 


to upu ards of 800l. how comfortably and genteely a 


family may live with frugality for a little moneys, to- 
tgether with the cheapeſt method of keeping borſes. 
An attention to theſe eſtimates will iufallibly 


| tend to. the comfort and happineſs of thouſands, as 


they will teach the reader how to make a little go a 
reat way, and ſhew him what expences he may enter 
into — with his fortune and eien in life. 


